From Above 


Author: AFieldWithoutAName 


Bands: Alice in Chains, Foo Fighters 


Characters: Jerry Cantrell, Dave Grohl 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Mar 08 201b 16:47:38 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 
This was started as my Biffno story. | didn't quite get to the 25K words by the end of March but | will finish 


this, | promise. | did want to start getting it posted and will keep writing/posting until it's complete. 


Do you believe in angels and in the heavens above? 


It was question he heard repeated time and again all over the city. It was repeated by men, women, and 
children. Unlike some of his counterparts, he understood why they needed to ask. Why it was right that they 
should ask. Angels and heaven were, some considered, an old-fashioned, outdated notion. They were needless in 
today's society where more people put their faith in science and in themselves. So what need would men of 


science have in God and heaven and angels? 


They were assigned to roam the earth and watch and listen. That's what angels did. They were the eyes and 
ears of a benevolent god. Or at least that's what they were made to believe. They were to watch and listen 
and do nothing else. For some reason, that wasn't enough for him. He would sit high above the city and listen 


to them cry and laugh, scream and yell, argue and beg. He saw them at their best and at their worst. He saw 


all of their smiles and their tears. He saw them lift others up and tear others down. As much as he 
understood that humans were not infallible beings, made with flaws and imperfections, capable of truly horrid 
thoughts and actions, he longed to be down there, with them, interacting with them, experiencing the things 
they experienced. Above all, Jerry longed to feel what they felt. 


Jerry had been an angel for as long as he could remember. And he remembered everything. From coming into 
existence right up until this very moment. He knew nothing else, except the duty with which he was charged. 
The purpose for which he was created. His appearance had changed little over the past few hundred years. 
After all, why should it? His wings were black whereas most angels' wings were pure white. Why, he did not 
know. Nor did he care. His long blonde hair was pin straight and hung down over his shoulders and between his 
wings when they were unfurled. He had piercing blue-grey eyes which he hid behind dark sunglasses a lot of 
the time and a long, straight nose that was slightly upturned at the tip. His bottom lip was full and lush pink 
while his skin was pale and almost ethereal in its glow. It was an image he had carefully chosen He had also 
chosen to wear black clothing to match his wings. He wore a black button down shirt open at the chest and 
with the sleeves rolled up on his forearms. He wore tight black jeans and black cowboy boots. His ears were 
adorned with small silver hoops while he wore a large silver cross around his neck. There were large silver 


rings on both of his middle fingers. Rings he would absently play with and twist as he watched and listened. 


His favorite perch was high above Los Angeles, up in the hills. Jerry would sit on top of the H in the Hollywood 
sign. He could see the entire city from that vantage point. In recent days, one voice began creeping through 
the din and capturing Jerry's attention. A sad, broken voice coming from the west. At times, it whispered. 
Other times, it howled. But always called out the same name and always spoke of pain and loss and loneliness 
and confusion At first, Jerry had to concentrate to seek the voice out from the other several million around 


him. Soon, it became all he could hear. He gleaned a lot from the things that voice said. 


In the months that followed the accident, Dave shuffled through life in a quiet, listless manner. Everybody left 
the decision to him. He and Taylor had never had the conversation about what to do if and now, he had to 
make those choices. At the six month mark, the doctor stood beside Dave as he gazed down at the husk of a 
man Taylor used to be. Friends and family had gathered around. Dave lay in the bed with Taylor, holding his 
love in his arms, sobbing against soft, thin blonde hair. And then, with the flip of a switch, Taylor was gone. 


He was left with a huge hole in his soul, convinced that it would always remain now that Taylor was gone. Life 


would never be the same again now that he had lost his one truest love and soul mate. 


Taylor had been cremated and Dave wore a small brass amulet around his neck containing some of the ashes. 
The rest had been scattered to the sea. Dave had decided, since Taylor was a beach bum at heart, he would 
be glad to spend eternity in the ocean. He agonized over his decision as it seemed to him he was letting Taylor 


go in a thousand different directions, never to be whole anymore. 


One by one, his friends and family had returned to their daily lives. Not that Dave blamed them. He was looking 


forward to finally being alone. There was only so many times he could smile politely and say, "I'm fine." 


After spending a day clearing out much of Taylor's belongings and having to stop to compose himself several 
times, Dave gave up. He had packed up a lot of Taylor's clothes. He had gone through a lot of Taylor's record 
collection, deciding he needed to keep all of that. Other odd things, like his high school band uniform and 
surfboards he no longer used, were stored in the rafters of the garage. Dave made arrangements for one of 
Taylor's cousins to take the truck. He had decided to offer Wiley the van since it had the band's logo on it. It 
was when he turned to the small box on top of Taylor's chest of drawers and found his ring in it that Dave 
finally gave up. He slid the ring on his little finger and gently clinked it against his own ring, staring down at his 
hand. It wasn't until a tear had splashed on the back of his hand that he even realized he'd been crying. 


As the sun was setting, he picked up a guitar and wandered out to the expansive backyard of lush green grass 
that sat beyond the patio and pool. Dave sat in the grass under the dogwood tree he had just planted in 
remembrace of Taylor. Gently fingering one of the fallen white petals, he spoke. Dave spoke to the tree as if 
he was talking to Taylor, telling him about his day and about how much he missed him. 


"| cleaned out a lot of your clothes today. | found a bunch of my shirts | thought | had lost" He laughed softly. 
"Why did you even take them if you never were going to wear them? Not that | care. | like to think you just 
wanted them because they were mine. That was one of the things | loved the most -" He caught himself. 
"That | love the most about you. The sneaky, little ways you showed me how much | meant to you." 


He hung his head, still rubbing the flower petal in his fingers. "I'm scared, T. l'm scared of living this life 
without you. You were my rock and my sanctuary. You were the place | hid. I've got nowhere to hide, now. | 


miss you so much. | can't sleep if I'm not by your side. You know that. Why did you leave me?" 


Jerry closed his eyes and willed himself to be still. He listened to the pain in Dave's voice until he couldn't stop 
himself. His wings unfurled and he took to flight. 


After a long moment in which he composed himself, Dave finally plucked at the guitar, letting his fingers play 
what his heart was feeling. A low, sad, dark, and somewhat chaotic tune swirled through the air around him, 
liting and building into utter turmoil and anger before dying back down to a small, simple run. A soft wind 

rustled the tree and knocked some more petals down, landing on Dave's head and shoulders. He looked around, 


sure he felt something. 

"Taylor?" 

A figure stood off in the distance behind him, out near the treeline. Drawn to Dave by the dark music he 
played on the guitar, the figured watched carefully, taking in the pain and anguish in every note and etched 
across Dave's face. It moved to take a step closer when Dave turned around and looked directly at him. The 
figure froze although it knew Dave couldn't see it. Or so it believed 


“Taylor? Are you there?" 


Dave's shoulders slumped as he turned back to the tree. The figure took a step closer now, and another and 


another, until it stood directly behind Dave. It was drawn to the man, upset by his anguish. An elegant, pale, 
shaking hand reached out toward Dave's shoulder. 


"| wouldn't do that if | were you." A voice said softly from beside the figure. 

The hand snapped back and the figure lifted its face. 

"Jerry, don't" 

"But m 

"No buts. You can't get involved. We watch. That's what we do. That's all we do." 

The other figure was slightly smaller in stature. It appeared as a man dressed in heavy black work boots, 
ripped blue jeans, a white t-shirt. He had a shock of dirty blonde, messy curly hair that hung to his shoulders. 
His large blue eyes smiled with gentle kindness. He regarded Jerry with an expression of obvious friendship and 


closeness. 


Another gentle wind knocked more petals loose as the smaller figure unfurled his wings and took off. Jerry 


watched him leave before returning his gaze on the man sitting in front of him. 

| know you're here." Dave murmured. "I can feel you." 

Jerry closed his eyes. 

"And | know you're not Taylor." 

In an instant, Jerry was gone. Dave wiped at his eyes and looked up at the sky above him. Was it possible? It 
had to be, otherwise he wouldn't have felt it. He wouldn't have known someone was there, watching him. He 


wouldn't have known that, whoever it was, it wasn't Taylor. So then, where was Taylor? Why hadn't he come 


when Dave called to him? 


Jerry sat atop the roof at Studio 606 with his legs hanging over and watched with eyes hidden behind his dark 
glasses as Dave loaded several drums and different pieces of equipment into a van. In the blink of an eye, the 
other figure appeared at his side. 

"You shouldn't be doing this." 


"You said we watch. l'm watching." 


"You're doing more than watching." 


Jerry turned sharply. "| am not!" 

"Jerry, they lose loved ones every day. This is no different." 

"It is different." 

"Why?" 

Jerry's shaded eyes settled on the man below again. "I dont know yet." 

"You're torturing yourself. And you're driving him mad" The smaller figure nodded toward Dave. 

Below them, Dave stopped and wiped his sweaty brow. Something made him turn and look up toward the roof. 
The other figure immediately ascended into the sky while Jerry stared down at Dave. He swore Dave was 
looking right at him. Just as he was about to raise a hand, Dave turned away, shaking his head. 

Jerry kept his distance as he watched Dave take all the gear down into the city and donate it to the music 


department of one of the high schools. He watched the man drive the van back to the studio, park it, turn off 
the engine and start to cry. 


Nighttime brought with it restlessness and nightmares. Dave often awoke with a startled yell, bolting upright in 
the sweat-soaked sheets. He would shuffle out of the bed, put clean, dry shorts on, and walk down into the 
kitchen. At first, he would set a glass down on the counter, pour two fingers worth of whiskey into it and 
down it in one gulp. Now, he had taken to chugging straight from the bottle. And soon, the bottle would join him 


upstairs. 


"| need you." He whispered as he hung his head and tears came forth again. "I don't know how to do this 
without you, Taylor. I'm so alone." 


Jerry sat atop the Hollywood sign, looking out over the city. He could sense Dave's pain, hear his words, but he 
dared not go to him again, fearing that what Layne had told him about driving him mad might be true. He 
wanted to help Dave, not make things worse. 

He heard a little flutter rippling the air around him and knew his friend had alighted beside him. 

"You know | can see you, right?" 


"Just the same as | can see him." 


"Yes." 


"Why are we here? What is our purpose if all we ever do is watch them struggle with their grief and pain?" 
"That is our purpose. To watch." 
"Doesn't it make you sad? Doesn't it make you feel useless?” 


"Well," Layne thought for a moment. "I think it does make me sad. Especially to see my friend going through it 


so unnecessarily." 

Jerry frowned as his large, glossy black wings unfurled behind him, bumping against Layne's pure white ones as 
they unfolded to reveal their true size. "He makes me feel something I've never felt before, Layne. Something | 
didn't think we were capable of. And now that | do, | find | can't ignore it" 

"What do you think it is?" 


Jerry sighed and looked at his friend. "| don't know. | am drawn to his song. | hear his beautiful, sad music and | 
must go to him. | feel his grief and his pain and | need to make it better. | need to do more than just watch." 


“But we can't." 
Jerry's wings drooped as he hung his head. "I know." 


Layne moved a little closer and wound an arm around Jerry's back, beneath his wings. Jerry rested his had 


against his friend's shoulder. 

"Where did Taylor go?" 

"You know where he went." 

"Can we go get him?" Jerry whispered as if trying to hide from someone. 
"For what? To send him back?" Layne gave a soft, sad laugh. 

Jerry lifted his head to look at Layne. 


"No!" Layne firmly told him. "You know we can't do that. They go to heaven or .." His eyes darted downward. 


"and we have nothing to do with it. Jerry, please. Please just let this one go." 


Jerry's chin lifted somewhat, his eyes gazed out over the city and then drifted to the west, in the direction of 


Dave's house. "He's going to end up hurting himself." 


"Maybe." 


"| can't let that happen" 


"You don't have a choice! You know He," Layne's eyes flicked to the sky above. "will not allow this." 
He murmured. "Yes, | do. And | don't care." 


His wings snapped in the air as he took off. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
You could listen to Stone Sour's Through Glass while you read this chapter. 


Jerry stood in the treeline, watching the house. He found Dave inside, on the floor, sitting back on his heels. He 
had the bottle of whiskey in one hand and a photo of himself and Taylor in the other. Somewhere in the house, 


a stereo played. Jerry listened carefully, immediately recognizing Dave's own voice singing softly. 


"Wake me when the hour arrives 
Wake me with my name 
See you somewhere down the line 


Were tethered once again" 


He took a step closer to the house, enchanted again by the soft, gentle music. Closer and closer, Jerry slowly 
drew until he was standing on the balcony, peering in through the glass of the sliding door. The man on the 
floor sobbed as he stared at the photo and chugged from the bottle. Jerry took his sunglasses off and hooked 
the arm of them onto the open V of his shirt. He placed a hand against the glass. Dave lifted his head. At 
first, Jerry started and was about to take off but Dave didn't immediately look at him. He seemed to be 
looking at something on the wall in front of him. Slowly, Jerry soundlessly and effortlessly stepped inside, 
noticing the wall. More photos of Dave and Taylor. 


"| feel you," Dave murmured. 
Jerry froze. 


"| don't know what you are but | know you've been watching me. | know you've been here. And | know you're 


not my Taylor. Who are you?" 


Jerry swallowed. Every fiber in his being told him to leave. But he was frozen to the spot when he watched 
Dave stand and wobble a little. Jerry's eyes widened when he noticed the handgun sitting on the floor next to 
the bottle. His eyes snapped back to the man He seemed to be looking directly at Jerry. 


"Where is he? You must know or you wouldn't be here. | need him. Please," Dave sobbed again "Please, | need 


him and if you don't bring him back to me, | will go find him, myself." 


Jerry knew the situation was dire. He knew that if he left, Dave would do what he was threatening to do. And 
he knew that if Dave did that, he had no chance of ever seeing Taylor again. He stepped forward and unfurled 
his wings, gently wrapping them around Dave, who jumped, startled at the sudden warm sensation that swirled 


and wrapped around him. 


"What are you?" Dave murmured. 
Jerry steered Dave up to the bedroom and urged him into the bed. He climbed into the bed and stretched out 
beside Dave, still keeping his wings wrapped around him. He gently stroked Dave's dirty, stringy, dark hair as 


his head rested on Jerry's chest. Jerry closed his eyes and listened as Dave's breathing evened out. 


"| don't know how to live without him." Dave whispered as he finally drifted off to sleep. 


Dave awoke slowly, eyelids tickled by the sun creeping through the windows. He sighed and stretched out his 
limbs, lifting his head to find the bedroom empty. He glanced at the bedside clock and it read Il:IT. Something 
inside of him initialized and urged him to the shower, where he spent a long time scrubbing and washing his 
hair and body. He dressed in a clean pair of jeans and a t-shirt, fingers brushing over the amulet around his 
neck. 

Downstairs, he realized the bottle of whiskey and the gun were gone. The photo of Taylor and him sat on the 
kitchen counter, beside the coffee machine. He should have been freaking out but the overwhelming sense of 


peace and comfort prevented that. Whatever or whoever was with him in the house clearly meant him no 


harm. 


"What did you do?" Layne barked at him as he appeared beside Jerry on top of the H. 
"Nothing." Jerry replied as he stared down at his hands, fingers twisting one of his rings. 
"You interacted with him." 

"He was going to kill himself.” 

"That's not your problem, Jerry!" 

"Yes, it is! |." Jerry cringed. 

"What?" 

"| need to protect him from himself” 

"Why?" 


"| just do." 


Layne's voice softened as he reached for Jerry's hand. Clasping it gently, he said, "We can't love, Jerry. | know 
that's what you're thinking about this man and | understand, but it's impossible for us. We're not human We 


never were. We're not meant to feel these things. We don't have souls like they do. ' 
"I know." Jerry sighed. 

"So then why?" 

| don't know! | couldn't turn away from him now if | tried" 

"That decision may not be yours to make if you continue on this way." 

Jerry frowned and nodded, keeping his attention on his hand joined with Layne's. 
"Was he really going to ..2" 


The one in black nodded again. "He said if | didn't bring Taylor back to him, he would go and find him himself." 


Dave sat at his patio table, nursing his coffee. Across from him sat Nate. He was the first person Dave 
thought of when he decided he had to talk to someone other than Taylor and other than the mysterious ghost 
that had been visiting him. Only now, as he formulated what he wanted to say to Nate, the words got stuck in 
his throat. 


The bassist and long time friend and confidante sat patiently, his own heart breaking as he watched Dave 
struggle with his grief. Finally, he reached a hand out and clasped Dave's forearm. 


"You can say whatever's on your mind, Dave. We've come too far together for you to ever believe that I'd 


pass judgement" 


The dark-haired man gave a small, tight smile. He finally lifted his gaze from the mug in his hands to Nate's 


face. "Do you believe in angels and heaven and hell?" 
Nate scowled. "What do you mean?" 


"Well, it started a while ago. | was out by the tree, talking to Taylor like | do sometimes. | felt something. The 


air swirled and petals fell off the tree onto me." 


"Do you think Taylor came back as an angel, Dave." He tried to keep the skepticism from his face but he knew 


Dave would see it. 


"No," Dave should his head. "At least, | don't think this one is Taylor. He would have," His voice trailed off. 


"shown me or something." 
"But you do believe there's an angel around here." Nate couldn't help but glance around. 


He should his head. "Not right now. Seems like he, or it, comes around when l'm feeling the worst." He took a 


sip of coffee. "So you didn't say. Do you believe?" 
The other man fidgeted a little. "No, not really. Tell me what makes you believe." 


‘Im not sure | do believe in angels and heaven. I'm not sure what this is. Maybe it's a ghost. Maybe it's just 
my own brain playing tricks on me. But the other night, Nate," Dave grew uncomfortable and stammered a bit. 
"|, uh, | was, um, drinking and feeling like shit and, um, | listened to his song." He lowered his head and dropped 


his voice. "| was ready to, um ..| had the gun" 
Nate gasped and reached for Dave, wrapping his hand around Dave's wrist. "Dave, no! No, no, no. Please don't!" 


Dave gently lay his hand over Nate's. "I don't think | will. At least, that's how | feel right now. Anyway, | was in 
a pretty bad place that night and, out of nowhere, | felt the same presence | felt out by the tree. This time, it 
was closer and | felt warm and peaceful. | woke up in bed. | slept like a full eight hours without waking up from 
nightmares, without sweating. | took a shower for the first time in like two weeks. And when | came back 
downstairs, the bottle of whiskey and the gun were gone. Nate, the gun is gone. | turned the fucking house 
upside down looking for it." 


Nate was quiet as he took in Dave's expression. It seemed hopeful to him and that hurt Nate even more. 


"Dave," He gently began "Are you sure you didn't get rid of it or something when you were drunk?" 

He nodded. "I'm positive. | wasn't that wasted. I've been far worse." He gave a tiny smile. "| remember feeling a 
weird heat, sort of like another person's body heat, you know? And this smell. | can't describe it. Like it wasn't," 
Dave struggled for a moment. "It wasn't like it smelled like something in particular, it just reminded me of 
home when | was a kid. | felt safe and secure for the first time since the accident. | think maybe it is Taylor 


somehow. | just wish | knew for sure." 


The bassist smiled sadly. Clearly, he didn't believe a word Dave was telling him but if, somehow, he got rid of 
the gun and was sleeping better, Nate would take it. 


"| can see, by your face, you don't buy it" 
Nate shook his head. "It doesn't matter, though. l'm happy that something, somehow, is bringing you peace." 
"Even if that something is just me being delusional." Dave added with a quiet, bitter laugh. 


"| didn't say that!" 


"You didn't have to. Trust me, | don't disagree with you. Please just believe me. I'm not crazy." 


"I know." Nate paused. "I kind of hope I'm wrong. | hope it is Taylor. | want to believe that some things do 
transcend death and departure." 


"Me, too." 
Nate gave a little smirk. "Next time you see him, ask him what the hell he did with my Wildcat Pride t-shirt 
Dave laughed. "Never did find that one." 


It felt good to laugh so Dave did it again He met Nate's gaze and laughed a little more. The bassist smiled and 
laughed along with Dave. 


"Thanks, Nate. | appreciate you coming over." 
"Any time, Dave. Really, | mean it. Please call me any time." 


Dave smiled and looked down at the table. "I foolishly thought after he you know, cleaned up, that he'd fucking 


live forever. Like he cheated death once already so now he gets to be immortal or something.’ 


Dave inhaled in a loud gasp as he sat up in bed. His eyes were wide open and his chest was heaving. His hair 
was plastered to his forehead with sweat, his heart was racing and the damp sheets clung to him. He was 
having another violent nightmare. As his body relaxed from its tense response, he brushed the hair from his 
face. Slowly, he shuffled to the edge of the bed, back hunching over. Dave reached for the bottle of Jack 
Dariels that sat on the bedside table. As his fingers closed around the neck of the bottle, he paused. That 


same familiar feeling of someone else in the room washed over him, instantly slowing the beating of his heart. 
"You're here," He whispered. 

Jerry emerged from the shadows in the corner of the room. 

| need you. | need help. Please." 


The angel stood at the other side of the bed, watching Dave's back rise and fall with his ragged, uneven 
breathing. 


Dave sighed. He knew the angel was there but did not move. "Please. Whoever you are, whatever you want 
from me, just take it. But please, please don't leave." He groaned. "I'm fucking pathetic. I'm begging something | 


can't see or hear and have no idea what it wants from me to stay with me." 


Jerry frowned. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Very cautiously, he climbed onto the bed, his large, 
black wings slowly unfurling. As he crawled toward Dave, the wings gently enveloped the man. 


Dave moaned softly as he felt that warmth close in around him again. This time, Jerry moved right up behind 
Dave and pressed himself to the human's back. Dave jumped and gasped at the feeling. He started to turn 
when he felt two fingers gently stroke along his jaw. 


"You're real" He breathed, closing his eyes and leaning into the touch. 


Jerry gently touched and stroked Dave's face, learning every curve, memorizing the way Dave's skin felt. His 
other hand ghosted over Dave's bare chest while he lowered his face, placing his lips an inch away from 
Dave's ear. He could feel the change in the human. Dave seemed to melt against Jerry. His body relaxed and 


the tension simply slipped away. Jerry exhaled and Dave shivered. 
"| can feel you." 


The angel urged Dave back down in the bed, keeping himself wrapped around him. Dave turned and snuggled 


against Jerry's chest, fingers creeping up the angel's shirt, which Dave could now feel, and onto Jerry's neck. 


A small sigh escaped Dave's lips, his breath hitting Jerry's skin, causing the angel to shudder. A little smile 
twisted Jerry's lips. He could feel Dave and the sensations that it caused were not unpleasant. A wave of joy 
swept over the angel. But, as Dave continued to touch him and explore, Jerry gently took his hand and moved 


it. 
"Please!" Dave begged. 


A finger was pressed to his lips. He took the hint and settled back down, closing his eyes and inhaling the 
angel's scent as he nuzzled his face against the soft cotton of Jerry's shirt. His arms wound around the 
angel's body. Just feeling a body beside him again gave Dave an immense feeling of happiness, one he hadn't 
felt in a long, long time. The body wasn't Taylor's but it was close. Dave could feel a thin waist and a long, 
strong back, punctuated by ribs and vertebrae and ..wings. 


Jerry held the man in his arms, still encircled by his wings. He moved one wing to flutter gently over Dave's 
cheek, tickling him and making the man smile and purr. Jerry pressed his nose into Dave's hair, taking in the 


heady scent of shampoo and sweat. He closed his eyes and waited for the human to fall asleep. 


When next Dave awoke, he had a grin on his lips which soon faded when he realized he was alone again. Sitting 
up, he looked around the room, disappointed to find it empty and the feeling of a warm presence gone. He 
turned to look at the bed beside him, finding a small black feather on the white pillow. Dave picked it up and 
smiled, immediately bringing it to his lips, feeling the glossy smooth texture at the top of the feather and the 
fluffy softness of the down at the bottom of it. 


Three 


Jerry no longer waited until he sensed Dave was having a bad night. Whenever he entered the bedroom to go 


to sleep, Dave immediately sensed the angel there with him. He'd climb into bed, smile, call to Jerry. 
"Come on, then" 


The angel smiled and climbed into bed, wrapping his wings and his arms around Dave, who sighed and nuzzled 


into Jerry's chest. He stroked his long, gentle fingers slowly through Dave's hair. 
"| wish you could talk to me. | wish you could tell me who you are." 


Jerry tightened his arms around Dave and pushed his nose into his hair. He inhaled deeply and, using every 


ounce of strength he could muster, he whispered just loud enough for Dave to hear. "Jerry." 


The dark haired one let out a little laugh. "Jerry? Your name is Jerry? That doesn't sound quite right. | was 
expecting something older or more angelic or whatever, like Gabriel or something. Anyway, I'm Dave. But you 
probably knew that. David See? Even my name would suit you better than Jerry. | don't know why you keep 
coming here. | guess because you want to help me? You are. You do. But | wish | could see you and talk to you. 
| wish | knew what you were. Are you an angel? Or a ghost or something? Or are you a total figment of my 
imagination because l've finally fucking lost it?" He cringed at his own babbling. But it's not as if the other being 


was waiting to respond to him. 
The angel pressed his lips to Dave's forehead and thought, ‘Soon. | promise: 


Dave felt the kiss and whined, snuggling deeper into the angel's embrace. He could feel a warm sense of peace 


and tranquility wash over him and he gave a soft yawn "Thank you, Jerry, for being here with me." 


Jerry kept watch over Dave as he slept, he stroked his hands lightly over his back and would hold him tighter 


whenever Dave whimpered and fidgeted, moaning Taylor's name. 


The pair sat at their usual perch. It was dusk and dark clouds had rolled in. Thunder and lightning crackled and 
briefly lit up the sky. He looked down at their joined hands. If he did this, he would never see Layne again He 
would know his friend was there but he wouldn't be able to see his face or hold his hand or hear his voice 


ever again. Jerry slowly raised his gaze to stare into the deep, soulful eyes of his friend as raindrops started 
to fall, dotting their shoulders and faces. 


"You said we were unable to love and yet, when | look into your eyes, all | see is love. Layne, we can love." 


Layne lowered his eyes and frowned. "Then don't do this." 


"| have to. | want to. 
"He's angry," Layne's eyes flicked to the sky. 

Jerry nodded. "But He can't stop me" 

Layne squeezed Jerry's hand. "I hope you get what you want 
"Will you watch me?" 

The other angel nodded and murmured, "Always" 


Jerry smiled and began to pull his hand free. He regarded Layne with a final gentle smile before his wings 
unfurled and Jerry took to the sky. 


Through the rain which grew heavier, Jerry climbed higher and higher. His wings cut through the air in hard, 
heavy beats, carrying him high into the sky, above the clouds, as if he was trying to go after the god, himself. 
With a determined expression, Jerry rose up with a howl ready to tear from his lips. As he opened his mouth 
to scream, a bolt of lightning snapped through the sky, striking him. 


With a scream so loud that Layne and all of other the earthbound angels were forced to raise their eyes to 
the sky, Jerry froze in mid-air. The wings that were working so hard a moment ago utterly exploded into an 
eruption of glossy black feathers. Jerry's body convulsed, hands clenched into fists as his back bent into a 
painful arch. His eyes closed tightly as his pained howl grew louder. 


And then Jerry fell. Tumbling from the sky, the air rushed out of his chest and his limbs flailed, hands clawing 
at the air that rushed past. He fell through the clouds into a sheet of rain. The earth grew closer and closer 


as Jerry plummeted. His rain-soaked hair whipped in his face, covering his eyes. 


The ground reached up and grabbed him, pulling Jerry to a hard and sudden stop. He coughed and groaned and 
tried to move his limbs but they weren't cooperating. His eyes opened and all he could see was the dark sky 
above him, rain continuing to beat down on his face. The thunder rolled and the lightning continued to bounce 


around him. 


As Jerry slowly and cautiously tried to sit up, he realized where he was as a house came into view. He was in 
Dave's backyard. His fingers swept over the wet grass beneath him and he nearly gave out a triumphant yell. 
Instead, he groaned over the way his body felt. Throbbing aches and pains spread throughout him as he tried 
to stand up. 


Inside the house, there was a single light on in the living room. Dave sat at his desk, smoking a cigarette and 
nursing a glass of whiskey. He felt an odd sense of calm even in the middle of the heavy storm. A wave of 
peace fell over him and he gently set the glass down on the desk, pushing it away. 


"Are you there?" 


Dave raised his head and slowly stood up, moving to the doors leading out onto the patio. The rain pelted 
against the patio and splashed into the pool. His eyes moved into the backyard and he gasped at what he saw. 


Dave could barely make it out but he swore he saw a man. He threw open the French doors and yelled. 
"Hey!" 


The man paused just long enough to glance over his shoulder, blonde hair whipping in the wind. Lightning 
cracked in the sky above them, lighting up the entire house and yard. His eyes met Dave's and something 
happened. Something pierced Jerry's heart and stopped his breath. Dave was about to call out again when the 


trance was broken and Jerry snapped to. 


He ran into the woods, tripping and banging against the trees, panting and grunting. He continued running until 


he was sure Dave could no longer see him. 


He kept moving until he was far away from the house, walking half the night just to make it down into the 
city. Jerry found shelter from the rain under a bridge downtown. There were a few other people gathered 
there, clustered together for warmth. Jerry sat down by himself and wrapped his arms around his cold, wet, 


shaking body. 


His stringy hair hung around his face and shoulders, wet and sticking to his face. He groaned as he realized his 
forehead had a deep gash in it and was bleeding. Jerry's hands moved along his torso and when his fingers 
grazed over his ribs, he yelped. He could feel eyes watching him. He knew he was the newcomer, the one who 
didn't fit in with the rest of the group. He slowly moved back into the shadows of the bridge, groaning and 


wincing as every little movement cause his entire body to scream in pain 

A van pulled up and people immediately began to move toward it. Jerry watched as the side door slid open and 
two men and a woman stepped out with large boxes. He saw them hand out what looked like containers of food. 
Jerry leaned forward a little, getting a better look. He realized he was feeling hungry as an unfamiliar grumble 


came from his stomach. He clutched it and leaned forward a little more. When the old woman looked up and 


spotted him, Jerry's initial instinct told him to scuttle back into the shadows. But it was too late. 
The woman slowly approached. "Hello?" 

Jerry curled up in a ball, hugging his knees to his chest and lowering his head. 

"Hello? Hi." She stood right in front of him and smiled. ‘Im Alice. What's your name?" 


Jerry stayed like he was, refusing to look at her or speak. It slowly dawned on him that he actually had nothing 


to be afraid of but he was nervous about actually, finally interacting with a human being as a human being. 


"You don't have to be afraid. We're only here to help." She gently told him and then squatted down. "I have 
warm food. Its fried chicken and mashed potatoes and green beans. | made the corn bread myself." She laughed 
softly. "I'll leave it right here for you." 

The sound of her laughter made him pick his head up. 

"There you are!" She smiled. She looked nice to Jerry. She looked kind and gentle with her rosy cheeks and salt 
and pepper hair peeking out from under a beanie. "Are you new down here, sweetheart? | don't recall seeing 
you last week" 


He nodded. 


When she gave a little groan, Jerry realized she must see the cut on his head. He immediately tried to pull his 


hair in front of it. 
"Hey, that's okay. Um, I'm a nurse. | could take a look at that for you. | won't hurt you." 


He thought about his options. He could go straight back to Dave and let Dave figure out how to take care of 
him. He could let this woman help him. He could find a hospital but how would he explain to them who he was. 


"Jerry," He quietly said. 
"Is that your name, sweetie?" 
He nodded, eyeing the container of food. 


Alice grinned. “Tell you what, Jerry. How about you come with me and I'll get you patched up." She held up her 


hands. "No questions asked, | promise." 
"Where?" 


"The shelter." She pointed at the van and Jerry noticed the writing on the side for the first time. God's 
Shepherds. 


With an ironic grin, he cast his eyes to the sky. When he started to uncurl himself, Alice reached out a hand. 

Jerry took it and held it as he picked up the container with the other hand. Alice led him to the van and Jerry 
sat in the back seat, devouring the food as they drove back to the shelter. Alice sat beside him and plied him 

with napkins as he made a mess, gobbling the food up. 


"Haven't eaten in a while, huh, sweetie?" 


"Not in forever!" Jerry mumbled, shooting her a little grin. 


The shelter was a large ranch home in East LA. Alice led him in and he was immediately taken aback by how 
crowded and loud it was. She showed Jerry into the main bathroom, having him sit on the edge of the tub. 
When he started to lower his body, Jerry groaned again. 

"What else hurts, Jerry?" 

Letting out a gasp of breath, he mumbled, "Nothing. I'm fine." 


When Alice leaned over him a bit and examined his forehead, her silver crucifix pendant slid from her shirt 


collar. Jerry reached up and took it between his thumb and forefinger. 
"Do you believe?" He whispered. 


Alice froze at Jerry's movement, at the way he clutched her necklace. At his question, however, she softened. 


"| do. Do you?" 


He let the pendant go and dropped his hand. "I don't know what | believe. | do know that what you think you 


know is wrong." 


Alice smiled, undaunted. "You think so, huh?" She turned to her first aid kit and picked up the antiseptic and a 
cotton ball. "This is going to sting a little." 


When she dabbed at the cut on his head, Jerry winced. He waited until she was done before he spoke again "I 


know so. But | also know it brings you comfort to believe so | will say no more." 
"And why do you find no comfort in believing?" Alice challenged in a soft, gentle voice. 


"Because | have seen things that contradict what you are taught. | know things that contradict what you are 
taught” Jerry's voice got louder and he trembled. "I am the thing that contradicts what you are taught." 


Alice smiled softly, undeterred by anything he had said. "I suppose that would be troubling.” 


He sighed, deflated although relieved that she wasn't taking him seriously at all. When his body contracted, 


hunching over somewhat, Jerry cringed again and immediately grabbed at his side. 
"It hurts there, too, sweetheart?" 
He nodded. 


After she applied a bandage to his head, she asked him to stand up. Gentle fingers clasped the buttons on his 
ripped and dirty, wet shirt. "May 1?" Her kind and gentle hazel eyes peered up at him through her glasses. 


Jerry saw his reflection and realized what a mess he looked like and what she must be thinking. Slowly he 
nodded. His entire body was aching and trembling, finally coming down from the shock of all that had happened. 
He shivered as the cool air hit his wet skin. 


Alice examined him, careful hands sweeping over his rib cage and urging him to turn around. When Jerry 
turned, Alice gasped. He tried to look over his shoulder to see what had startled her. Fingers touched his 
shoulder blade and Jerry flinched. 

"What is this?" Alice murmured. 

"Uh, a scar. Just a scar." 


"But there are two." She touched his other shoulder blade. 


Jerry realized there must be marks on his body from where his wings used to be. He quickly turned back 
around. "Its nothing. Old injury." He tried to smile it away. 


Alice recovered, giving him a tiny, sad smile. Jerry wondered how many cases like him she had come across 
and treated with the same kindness, the same nonjudgmental attitude and uninstrusive care. "l'm pretty sure 
you have a cracked rib, though, so | wonder if | can get you stay with us for a little while until that heals." 


He gave her his best disarming smile. "Will there be more of your incredible cornbread?" 


Alice grinned. "Little flirt. OF course there will." 


Four 


Author's Notes: 
You could listen to Mother Love Bone's Crown of Thorns here. 


It had been several nights since the last time Dave had felt the being's presence. He couldn't understand what 
happened. The being had let him feel him. He allowed Dave to touch him and feel his touch. He told Dave his 
name. Dave hadn't slept well since the last time he was with him. He tried not to drink, tried not to have the 
nightmares but it wasn't working. He awoke every night from a fitful, nightmare-ridden sleep, sweat-soaked 
and angry. 


He wandered the house, bottle in hand, searching for him, calling to him. Dave stumbled out to the tree and 
plopped down in the grass. 


"Where are you?" He tilted his head back and howled. "I'm waiting right here for you! Come back! Come back, 
Jerry, goddamn it!" 


His back went rigid, sitting up straight, the hairs on the back of Dave's neck prickled. He felt him. He was there. 


He even heard the grass crunch under his feet. 

"Dave." A soft, quiet voice said his name. 

Dave wobbled as he stood up. As if in slow motion, he turned around and came face to face with his angel. A 
man roughly the same height as him stood before him. His face was several years younger than Dave's. He 
had long blonde hair and striking blue eyes. He wore black trousers with a white button down under a black 
suit jacket. Dave looked him up and down, sticking his nose in the air and sniffing. 

Jerry gave a soft laugh. "What are you doing?" 

| knew the way you smelled" Dave mumbled. 


Jerry took a step closer. "Aren't you shocked to see me? You know who | am?" 


"Not shocked." He shook his head. "Relieved. It's about fucking time." With that, Dave collapsed into Jerry's 


arms. 


He struggled to carry Dave back into the house and up to the bedroom. Jerry was dismayed at his seemingly 
weak human body. But he managed to put Dave to bed. Jerry took his clothes off and curled up beside him, 


falling asleep, himself. 


When he awoke, he found Dave watching him and immediately started and blushed. 

"So, what are you" Dave immediately asked. 

"A man 

"What were you before?" 

"An angel" 

"Why did you come? Why not Taylor?" 

Jerry groaned and stood up. ‘It doesn’t work that way He looked around the room. "Bathroom?" 


Dave pointed at a closed door on the far side of the room. "What do you mean it doesn't work that way? 
People who die become angels." 


Jerry gently closed the door and used the toilet. He washed his hands, staring at himself in the mirror, and 
then returned to the bedroom. He stood before Dave in his shorts and ran his fingers through his hair. 


"That's what you guys are taught, | guess. But it's not accurate. Angels have never been human. We were like, 


immortal or something. We were used by God to watch and listen to you all and report back to Him" 
Dave stared at the other man He dropped his gaze and asked, "So then, what happened to Taylor?" 
Jerry sadly shook his head, "I don't know" 

"Then what is the fucking point to it all?" 

The blonde man hung his head in silence. 

"What? What is the point?" Dave angrily shouted at him. 

"| came to find out” 


"What?" Dave was confused. 


Jerry looked up, daring to take a step closer. "| needed to find out for myself what the point of it all is and | 
think it's to love." 


Dave scoffed and stood up, walking away from him. "Love, huh? Fuck love! This," He swept his arms around the 


room, indicating the mess his life was in. "Is what love will get you." 


As Dave hurried toward the door, Jerry exhaled and turned. "I am so sorry that you lost him." 


The dark haired man whipped around, glaring at Jerry. "I didn't lose him. He was taken from me. Taken! By, by," 
He angrily stammered. "by whatever it is you call your god. Right? He was taken from me for who the fuck 
knows why! And then | get you. Then you come along and you want to know what it's like to be human? Haven't 
you been paying any fucking attention? It sucks! It fucking sucks, Jerry!" He was shaking and tears spilled from 
his eyes. He resisted when Jerry reached for him. "No." He mumbled, taking angry swipes at his eyes. "Why did 
you do this? Why couldn't you just let me die so | could be with him again?" 


Jerry finally managed to get both arms around him. He squeezed Dave close. "| wanted you to live. | wanted 


you to find a way to enjoy life again" He hesitated. "And maybe find love again" 
| don't want to find love again! Fucking listen to me! | don't want to live without him!" Dave struggled in Jerry's 
grip. How he hadn't managed to break free, Jerry wasn't sure. Dave had to be stronger than Jerry in his 


human form. 


Jerry held on as Dave pushed at him and fought him. He couldn't quite understand why Dave was fighting him 


now when before, he welcomed Jerry's comforting embrace. 
"Why do you fight me? | only wish to keep comforting you and giving you peace." 


"No! You want ..you want me to and | can't. | won't" Dave slowly stopped fighting. "| want you to leave." He 


managed to choke out as he sobbed and sniffled, trying desperately to compose himself. 
Jerry frowned. "Dave, | only - " 
"| said | want you to leave!" 


| can't. | can't leave you like this now. | can't tell anymore what you're doing. If | leave, | won't know that 


you're safe." 


Dave growled, he had fire in his eyes as he glared at Jerry. "I don't fucking care! Get out! Get out of my 


house!" 


The blonde man was dumbfounded. He cringed when Dave yelled. Jerry's arms dropped to his sides, letting the 


other man go. "May | check on you tomorrow?" 


"NO! No, you stupid son-of-a-bitch. That's not how this works. | tell you to leave and you leave and don't come 
back!" 


"But | can't." Jerry felt his throat starting to close up and a strange stinging sensation in his eyes. He reached 
up and rubbed at one of them, discovering a warm wetness. He pulled his finger away and looked at Dave. "I'm 


„l'm crying! Dave, l'm crying!" 


Dave sighed, feeling the rage and anger dissipate at the sight of the other's tears. "Yeah, well. In case you 
haven't noticed, that fucking happens a lot around here. Look, | just want to be alone. Can you do that? Can you 
just leave me alone for a little while?" 

Jerry glanced at the door. "I will leave if you say | can come back to see you tomorrow." 


Dave sunk to the bed, letting his head hang. "Fine. Come back tomorrow." 


Jerry returned to God's Shepherds and found Alice in the kitchen He wordlessly sat down at the table and 
watched her. When she turned around, holding a pot, she jumped and squeaked at the site of the man in the 
chair. The pot clanged to the floor, spilling its contents. Jerry immediately jumped to his feet to clean it up, 
apologizing over and over. 

"Jerry, dear God. We're going to have to put a bell on you." She smiled warmly and helped him clean up. "I was 


making spaghetti and meatballs tonight. Hey, would you like to come out with me and help me hand out meals? 
We're a little short-handed. | could use the help." 


He hesitated. How could he possibly say no to this angel of a woman? "I'd be happy to help. Just tell me what 
to do." Jerry smiled. 


With several boxes full of food containers, Alice drove the van downtown with Jerry sitting in the passenger 
seat. She chattered on and on about her family and about how glad she was to be able to help so many people. 
Jerry listened but his mind was back on Dave. 

"Alice?" 

"Yes, sweetie?" 

"Have you ever lost someone you were really close to?" 

"Well," She thought for a moment. "My parents and my younger brother.” 


"Was it very hard?" 


"It was hard to lose my parents but they were both in their eighties when they passed. | think they both had 
a long and happy life." 


"And your brother?" Jerry glanced at her. 


"My brother ." She quietly began just as she stopped the van at the bridge where she found Jerry. Alice gave 


him a little smile. "To be continued" 


Jerry carried the boxes while Alice handed out the containers. For the first time, he took a moment to look at 
each person's face. He saw pain and anger and sorrow replaced by gratitude and thankfulness and even joy 
whenever Alice would smile at them and give them a kind word to go with their dinner. Jerry fleetingly 
wondered if she really was another one of God's angels. The kind he would have wanted to be instead of just a 


watcher. 
Back in the van, Jerry waited patiently for Alice to speak again. He smiled when she began. 


"My brother, Andy, was five years younger than me. He was smart and charming and intense. He could have 
ruled the world. You know the kind? He had white blonde hair and these soulful brown eyes. He was always 
laughing and making others laugh." 


Jerry nodded. 


"But he kind of got tangled up with the wrong girl and she got him hooked on drugs heroin. He struggled with it 
for a long time and convinced us all he had gotten help and he was going to move forward. And then we got 
the call one day from his girlfriend that she found him in the apartment and that he overdosed. My baby 
brother hung on for three days when the doctors finally said he would likely never wake up. So we sent him to 
heaven. He's been gone twenty-five years and | still think about him every day. | believe | think about him 


more than | do my parents." 

Jerry listened and nodded as Alice told the story of her brother. He thought of Dave and his Taylor. "Do you 
think he still stays with you because of the circumstances of his death? That he was ripped away from you 
too soon?" 

"Absolutely." 

"And yet, you don't blame anybody ..like God?" 


Alice looked at Jerry with a sad smile. "Heavens, no. | don't blame God for taking Andy from us. | pray to God 
every day that he's taking good care of my Andy." 


"But what if you learned that God does take your loved ones from you and, sometimes, for absolutely no 


reason? Or worse, a selfish reason?" 
"Do you believe that?" 

Jerry nodded 

"Did He do that to you?" 


"No. 


Alice smiled. "It brings me comfort to believe that my brother is in the Kingdom of Heaven and free from the 


demons that tormented him. That is why God took him, to free him." 

Jerry nearly rolled his eyes and shook his head but he caught himself. He would not allow himself to disappoint 
Alice. If her beliefs gave her comfort, he would not destroy that. Instead, he asked, "Is he why you try to help 
others now?" 

| guess so. Guess | wish | was able to do more for him." 


‘I'm sure he's really proud of all you do now to help others like me." 


"You, sweetie? | don't know what it is with you but you aren't like anybody I've ever met before. | don't know 


what your story is but its not the same as Andy's or any of these people's.” 


Jerry's gaze dropped to his hands, fingers twisting his ring. "If | told you my story, you wouldn't believe me." 


Five 

Jerry stood staring at the bike. Dave smiled to himself as he took a helmet from the shelf on the wall. 
"Here. Hold this for me." He thrust the helmet into Jerry's hands. 

The blonde looked confusedly at the helmet and then at the bike again. 

"We don't have to do this if you're scared." 

hol No; I notecards 

"Nervous" Dave was enjoying this way too much 

"No!" Jerry blushed. "Excited, | guess." 


"Ah." Dave grinned as he moved behind Jerry and used his fingers to gently comb Jerry's soft hair back into a 
ponytail at the nape of his neck. 


Jerry closed his eyes and leaned back slightly, enjoying Dave's soft touch 

"Don't do this a lot, do you?" 

"No, never felt the need to’ 

Dave secured the elastic and gave Jerry's head a little pat. "You're all set. Need help with the helmet?" 


He turned and handed it to Dave. Blue eyes locked with brown eyes as Dave gently placed the helmet on 
Jerry's head. 


"Thank you," The blonde murmured. 


Dave smiled as he fastened the strap under Jerry's chin His eyes dropped to the blonde's lips and Dave licked 
his own. Jerry leaned forward, longing to finally experience a kiss with Dave. His eyelids fluttered closed and his 


lips parted. But Dave backed away. 
"|, uh," He coughed and stammered a little. "We should go." 


He turned away from Jerry and pulled his own hair back. Jerry frowned but couldn't stop himself from 
reaching out and lightly touching Dave's thick, dark hair. He had touched it several times before, when Dave 
slept in his arms. He knew what it felt like. Dave felt the fingers in his hair and bit his lip. He didn't pull away 


but made no attempt at moving closer, either. Instead, he just pulled on his helmet and buckled the strap. 


"Ready?" He asked as he threw his leg over the bike. Settled onto the seat, he kicked the kickstand up and held 
the bike steady with his legs. "Slide in behind me. Put one hand on my shoulder and throw your leg over the 
back." 


Jerry gave him a weary look but did as he was told. Gently placing his hand on Dave's shoulder, he carefully 
swung his leg over the bike and settled behind Dave on the seat. 


"Good!" Dave grinned. "You're a natural. Now, hold on to me." He said before starting up the engine. 
Jerry wrapped his arms around Dave and scooted closer to him. He held Dave tightly, fingers pressing into his 
stomach. When Dave slowly gave the bike a little gas, making it lurch forward, Jerry's grip tightened even 


more. 


"Hey," Dave called over his shoulder. He moved one hand to Jerry's, giving it a soft thump. "Not so tight. | 
gotta breathe, you know." 


The blonde loosened his arms and mumbled an apology. 

Once he got the hang of it, Jerry lifted his head from Dave's shoulder and tilted his head back, toward the 
sky. The sun warmed his face and Jerry grinned from behind his sunglasses. It was almost like flying. Very 
slowly, he moved one hand to Dave's shoulder and then let it slide away, holding his arm out to the side. 
Dave felt the other man shift. He could see Jerry's hand in his side mirror and Dave smiled. He continued their 
drive north up the Pacific Coast Highway. After driving for over an hour, Dave pulled into the dusty, sandy 
parking lot of a beach side hot dog stand. He took off his helmet and turned to look over his shoulder. 

"You gonna get off or ..2" 

Jerry seemed disappointed. "Why did we stop?" 

"Food" Dave simply said, flicking his chin at the building. "Don't you feel hunger?" 

Jerry frowned and pressed a hand to his stomach. He was still trying to figure out different feelings in his 
human body. He remembered all the good food Alice had fed him. "Hungry. Right" He clumsily stood up and 
fumbled with the chin strap of the helmet. 


‘I'm kind of surprised all this shit seems so difficult for you. | thought, after watching us all your life, you'd 


have all this down" Dave grumbled as he removed Jerry's helmet. 


"Sorry," was all the blonde could offer. He was immediately distracted by the smells coming from the little hut. 


Turning from Dave, Jerry followed his nose. 


"Aren't you used to this already?" Dave asked when he caught up to him. 
"Used to what?" 

"Eating food. You know, people stuff" 

"Yeah," Jerry mumbled. "I ate. But not these! They smell delicious! 

Dave laughed. He found the other man's enthusiasm endearing, He liked showing Jerry new things. He ordered 
them each two chili dogs, and two orders of onion rings and two cold bottles of Corona. Jerry's eyes grew wide 


when the tray of food was thrust into his hands. He followed Dave to a picnic table outside, overlooking the 
beach. 


Jerry sat and watched the people on the beach for a moment. He watched kids laughing and playing in the 
water and men and women laying on towels, basking in the warm rays of the sun. He watched seagulls floating 
on the air. When he turned back to Dave, he watched the other man pick up a messy hotdog and take a big 
bite. He mimicked Dave at first, moaning softly over how good it tasted. Dave gave a little laugh. 


"Good, huh?" 
The blonde man groaned and nodded. And then he ate faster, gobbling up the hotdog and wolfing down the onion 
rings before chugging back the beer. Dave probably should have warned him to slow down but he was having 


way too much fun watching Jerry. He blushed a little as he licked his lips, staring at Dave's onion rings. 


"You want these, too?" Dave slid the little paper boat across the table. "Slow down, though. You'll make yourself 
sick" 


"Can | have more beer?" 

Twenty minutes into the ride back home, Dave had to pull off the highway because Jerry was sick. He rubbed 
the blonde's back while Jerry wretched and vomited onto the ground, narrowly missing Dave's feet. Jerry 
groaned as he leaned into Dave. 


"Sorry" 


Dave made a face and turned away from Jerry's sour breath but held him close, rubbing slow, gentle circles 


in the small of his back. He guided Jerry to sit against the guard rail. 
‘I'm not gonna say | told you so, but.” 


"This body," Jerry began. "Its so, so .." He failed to find the right word and gave up, slumping against the other 


man's side. 


"Frail?" 
'Fraill YesBut complicated And weak 

"Compared to your old one, | guess” 

Jerry frowned and looked down at the ground "This is why you die." 

The dark-haired man shifted uncomfortably. "Didn't you understand that before?" 


| knew that there were so many of you losing battles with death but | did not understand just how easy that 
could happen" 


"That's part of life, | guess" Dave mumbled as he kicked his toe at a pebble on the ground 
"| never did get to ask you what exactly happened to Taylor" 

Dave held a hand up. "Please dort" He stood up and moved away from Jerry. "Can we get going?" 

He drove slow, taking surface streets back to the house 

Wordlessly, confused and saddened by Dave's abrupt rejection, Jerry started down the driveway on foot 
"Where are you going?" 

"Back to the, uh, back to the shelter - * 

"Shelter?" 


‘I've been staying at a shelter. They took me in the night | .." His voice trailed off as his eyes flicked to the 
sky above them. 


Dave sighed and raked a hand through his hair. "Why? Why are you going back there?" 


Jerry shifted and then frowned, wondering why he felt so wounded. "Because you don't really want me here 
and I'm nothing but a burden to you." 


Dave rubbed a hand over his face. "I don't think you're a burden Please don't leave. |, uh, | can't let you leave, 


anyway." 
"What do you mean, you can't?" 


Dave took a couple steps closer. "I kind of feel responsible for you. | mean, you did this because of me, right?" 


The blonde's eyes shifted, looking everywhere but at Dave. 

Dave pressed him. "Right?" 

|." He hesitated. "Sort of. | wanted to know what it was like, you know, like we talked about before." 
“Being human" 

Jerry nodded, 


Dave gave a bitter laugh. "It kind of sucks!" He moved closer to Jerry, offering him his hand. "But then there 


are other times when it's not so bad" 


Six 


Inside, Dave showed him how to operate the shower. With a little grin, he asked, "Did you ever watch me?" 
Jerry's eyes widened and he blushed. "No! No, never! | wouldn't. | didn't! Um, no. We would never do that" 
He smiled. "Good to know. Thanks. | put clean clothes on the bed. I'll be downstairs." 

"Thanks." Jerry started to pull his shirt over his head when he stopped. "Should | wait for you to leave?" 


"You don't have to." The dark-haired one replied with a soft laugh. "Oh, there's a tooth brush there for you, 
too. You know from the, uh, the puke breath." He paused. "You do know how to brush your teeth, right?" 


Jerry quickly nodded. Again, his cheeks flushed pink. 


Downstairs, Dave uncapped another beer while he waited for Jerry to finish his shower. He stood at the 
kitchen counter, staring at a photo of Taylor. 


"If this is your idea of a joke, it's not very funny" He murmured. 


There was a man upstairs in his shower that he knew nothing about. A flesh and blood man that was once 
what? An angel? Or so he claims. One who came to him and protected him from himself and stood watch while 
he grieved. Dave had learned of the angel's presence always immediately. He had sensed it. Felt it as though 
there was another person there. Someone who only wanted Dave to feel safe and secure. And now that 
someone was a man who needed Dave. Was Dave in any condition to be needed by someone? His eyes returned 


to the photo of Taylor, zeroing in on his eyes. Bright, warm amber eyes seemed to be staring back at Dave. 
"You're really never coming back to me, are you?" 


Upstairs, in the shower, Jerry opened each bottle and sniffed it, hoping to find the one that smelled most like 
Dave. He washed his own hair and scrubbed his body over and over again, turning the skin red and raw. Getting 
out, Jerry wrapped a towel around his thin waist and then one around his head. It unraveled and fell across his 
shoulders and he tried to knot it again. After three tries, Jerry finally gave up and left the towel on the 
bathroom floor. He brushed his teeth, gagging himself a few times and cringing over the sharp taste of the 
toothpaste. 


Moving to the bedroom, he sat down on Dave's bed, running a hand over the smooth duvet and glancing over 
his shoulder, calling up sweet memories of holding Dave in his arms with his wings wrapped around them both. 
Absently, a hand lifted behind him and fingers felt around for his scars. It was because of Dave that Jerry fell 
but now he sensed that he was failing the other man. He slowly dressed in the t-shirt and jeans that Dave had 
left for him, finding the jeans to be slightly too big. Jerry then wandered back downstairs. 


"Dave?" 

Silently, Dave rounded the corner and smiled at Jerry. "Want a beer?" 
The blonde nodded. 

When he handed a bottle to Jerry, Dave pulled it back. "Drink it slow." 
"| promise.” 

On the couch, they sat in awkward silence for several minutes until Dave finally asked, "How did it work?" 
"What?" 

"Becoming human" 

"Oh. | challenged God" Jerry stated so matter-of-factly. 

Dave stared. "What?" 

"l, uh, | threatened Him." 


Dave scowled. "You threatened God?" Then he slowly smiled at the thought of it. He had to hand it to the 
blonde. 


Jerry nodded. "I flew toward Him, up high in the sky, higher than any one of us may have ever gone. He 
stopped me like | knew He would. He hit me with lightning. And then | fell" Jerry shrugged as if it was just as 
simple as that. 

Dave's brow knotted as he considered it. "So nobody gets near God?" 

"Nobody like me. We ranked pretty low." Jerry said with a little laugh. 

"So He just threw lightning at you and here you are?" 

"Basically. | fell in your backyard" Jerry pointed out the glass doors. "Right out there." 

Dave's face light with realization. "That night we had the rain?" 


The blonde man nodded. 


"But why didn't you come in then?" 


Sheepishly, Jerry replied, "I didn't want you to worry when you saw me. | was kind of banged up from the fall.” 
"So you left and went to the shelter?" 


He shook his head. "The shelter found me. | was kind of a mess, didn't know anybody else but you, | was banged 
up and bleeding. | mixed in with some other homeless people and a woman named Alice found me and fed me 


and cleaned me up. She's a good woman. Really good woman" Jerry smiled fondly. 
Dave sighed. "I'm sorry you had to go through that. You should have stayed, you know, an angel." 


Jerry's all-too-human heart broke. Quietly, he murmured. "You preferred me that way, didn't you? You 
preferred it when | could sooth you and make you feel better. | can't do that in this form, can |?" 


The other man fidgeted and took a long drink of his beer. "You have to try to understand" He began. "When | 
couldn't see you, when you didn't have a face, | could pretend you were him. | could feel that warmth from 
you and that sense of safety and think Taylor had returned to me, even though | knew in my heart, that you 


weren't him." 


He slumped. If he still had his wings, he would have used them to fold around himself. "You will never move on 


from him, will you?" 


"Don't you grasp the concept of time, Jerry?" Dave asked, trying very hard not to get upset with him. "It's 
been three months." 


"lm sorry.” 


"Look, | don't know what to say to you. This kind of thing doesn't happen every day, you know what | mean? | 
appreciate that you did this for me but | don't know you and | still love him." 


Jerry's head snapped up to look at Dave. "Is that what you think? That | became human for you? Like, for you 


to have someone again?" He laughed a little and then a little more. 
Dave frowned. "Why is that funny?" 


"IFs just silly. | am seeing why humans are always arguing. Its so easy to make assumptions and not bother 


asking the right questions. Did you ask me why | did this?" 
Dave was ruffled. "Okay, then. Why did you do this?" 


Jerry took a sip of his beer as he gathered his thoughts. "Some of the others, the other angels, can go 
thousands of years without once giving any thought to what they are or what you are. My friend, Layne, was 
like that. Not without compassion or empathy, just content in his role. And then there was me. Somehow, | felt 
more connected to this earth and its inhabitants. When | first discovered you, for example, it was your voice 


that | heard. | could be across the city and your voice would come through as if you were just like this, right 
beside me. And | felt something. | felt your pain and grief. | needed to be around you and not only because | 
want to bring you comfort, but because | want to feel. | needed to know what that was like. Because, surely, if 


| can feel your pain, then | can feel your joy, too. And them maybe my own pain and joy. So you see, Dave -" 
Dave raised his eyes and met those soulful blue eyes of Jerry's. 


"You see," He continued in a softer voice. "It wasn't for you. It was for me. But it was because of you. You 
make me feel things and | have never been more „well, anything. | have never known what it was like but for 


as long as | can remember, | have yearned for this. For a soul and a heart" 


Dave drank his beer while he contemplated everything the other had just told him. Jerry took a drink and 
closed his eyes, taking a deep breath. 


"Were you prepared for everything else that came with having a soul? Were you prepared to give up 
immortality and strength and the inability to be hurt. Are you prepared to die and cease to exist except in 


somebody else's memories, in photos on the wall?" 


The blonde sadly shook his head. "That's the cruelty of it all, isn't it? Those who can exist forever don't want 


to. Those who can't, do." 


Dave grunted and stood up. He went to the door to the patio and looked out into the yard at Taylor's tree. "Do 
you think | don't want to be happy again? Do you think | don't want to fall into your arms and feel love again?" 
He sighed and leaned his forehead against the cool glass. "But now, you will leave me the same way he did. 


Don't you see that?" 


He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, trying to force his emotions back down. He couldn't allow this Jerry 
to see just how upset and distraught he was. Dave finally exhaled and inhaled deeply when he ran out of air 


and hiccuped, letting out a small whine. 


Jerry lifted his head and turned. He listened to Dave struggle for a moment before screwing up his nerves. He 
stood and quietly approached to stand behind Dave. Very slowly, with hands shaking, he wound his arms around 
the other man He felt Dave tighten and try to push back against him but Jerry held on tight. 


"Please, Jerry. Please don't. | can't. Dave's voice cracked and soft sob caught in his throat. 
The blonde man pressed his chest against Dave's back. He lowered his head to nuzzle into Dave's neck. Very 
gently, he used his nose to nudge a lock of Dave's hair out of the way, pressing his lips to his warm skin. 


Jerry could taste the salty sweat and tentatively let the tip of his tongue touch Dave. 


Dave flinched and pulled forward while his hand reached for Jerry's, which rested against his stomach. Their 


fingers entwined and Jerry heard a soft sigh come from Dave. 


"| won't leave." Jerry murmured. 


Dave gave a soft, sad laugh. He dropped his head back against the glass. "The saddest part of all of this is that 


you don't even realize what a lie that is.” 

Jerry gently turned Dave around to face him. That Dave didn't fight him was not lost on him. He softly 
touched the other man's cheeks, wiping away the tears. "I may not be an angel anymore. | may be a frail, weak 
human being but | have a heart and a soul and they are both yearning to be with you and comfort you." 

Big, dark, watery eyes flicked up to stare into Jerry's soft, welcoming blue eyes. They dropped again to study 
the pink lips which spoke the kindest words that Dave had heard in a long time. The only problem was that he 
had trouble believing such words. Even after all Jerry had revealed to him, Dave found himself unable to make 


that last leap and close that last gap between them. 


"I can't. | just can't. Please forgive me, Jerry. | don't mean to hurt you. You've been really great. But |," He 


paused. "| don't want to hurt again. | couldn't survive a second time, especially without you to help me.” 


Jerry's face wrinkled in a deep frown. He slowly pulled back as he appeared to be thinking. "| so desperately 
wanted to be what you needed that the idea that | already was never crossed my mind." 


"But you had to do this for you, not for me.” 
"I know." Jerry agreed. "And | did. But | still wanted to be this for you, too." 


"Why? Jerry, you know very little about me. You know my grief and the things I've been through recently but 
that's not my whole story.” 


The blonde seized the opportunity. He moved back to the couch and sat down. "Tell me your whole story, Dave 
Grohl. Tell me who you really are." 


Dave smiled sadly. "What would be the point?" 
| have nowhere else to be. And you claim | do not know you. Let me get to know you." 
"Because there's no point, Jerry." Dave sighed and raked his fingers through his hair. 


The blonde man's face clouded. He could feel his throat closing and knew what was happening again. He turned 
away from Dave, letting his hair shield his face. Jerry stood and hurried toward the door. 


"Stop!" Dave yelled at him. "Stop running away from me!" 


"You don't want me herel" He shot back. He glared at Dave now, not caring to hide the tears in his eyes. "l'm 


not saying this is going to work out but I'm asking for a chance. Just a chance. And you can't tell me no in one 


breath and then tell me | can't leave if | want to. You're not responsible for me. This was my decision and even 
without you, | still would have done this, eventually. | can appreciate why you feel the way you do and why | 
might have seemed more appealing to you in my former state. But I'm flesh and blood real now. I'm not 
perfect. l'm flawed and frail and | need .| need you, Dave." 

| never asked you to need me, Jerry! | fucking need you!" 

‘lm right here." He simply said, laying his hands out, palms open. 

"But you're not ." 

"Not what?" 

"You're not the same." 

"There is much of me that is the same and, if you let me, | could show you." 


Dave closed his eyes. "I'm afraid." 


Jerry's voice dropped into a quiet murmur. "I know. | know you are and so am I. | can't let you down. | will fight 


not to. | will fight so hard." 
"Please don't do that." Dave shook his head. "Please stop making promises to me." 


The blonde crossed the room to stand before Dave once again. "Would you allow me the chance to show you 
that l'm the same?" 


Dave looked at him with red-rimmed, glassy eyes. "How?" 


Ever so slowly, Jerry wound his arms around Dave, gently urging the other man to lay his head on his 
shoulder. Dave was tired of fighting it. He knew he could find peace in the other man's arms. That was never in 
doubt. He also knew one day he'd wake up and Jerry would be gone, just as he'd lost Taylor. The lure and 
promise of temporary relief was too great for Dave to resist any longer. Holding his breath, Dave lifted his 
hands and tentatively placed them on Jerry's back. He could feel Jerry's warmth and, beneath his hands, 
muscles rippled and flexed. Jerry tightened his arms around Dave, burying his face in a thick mass of dark 
hair. He inhaled Dave's scent for a second time, closing his eyes. He could feel Dave's nose press against his 
neck and heard him inhale. 


"You smell the same." Dave murmured. 
"Is that good?" 


"Makes me remember being a kid at my Mom's house when she was cooking." 


"I smell like your mother's cooking?" 


The other man laughed softly, sending a bolt of pleasure straight up Jerry's spine and making the hair on the 
back of his neck prickle. "Not exactly. You smell like a happy memory.’ 


Jerry pursed his lips and touched them to Dave's neck. He felt him stiffen and tense. Instead of pulling back 
however, Jerry pressed on. He kissed Dave. And then did it again. The dark-haired one gave a soft whine and 
let his head tilt a little, giving him more access, more flesh to touch and explore. Jerry felt Dave's arms 
tighten around him and he was gently tugged. Dave pulled him back to the couch where they fell. They sat 
facing one another and Jerry immediately raised his hands to Dave's face. Light fingertips explored, starting at 
his hairline and working his way down Dave's forehead, brushing over his eyebrows. Blue eyes flickered to 
brown when Jerry swept his thumbs gently down Dave's nose and over the apples of his cheeks. Their eyes 
stayed locked on each other as gentle fingers traced over Dave's ears. Then Jerry broke the stare and his 
eyes fell to Dave's lips. When a careful finger touched his bottom lip, Dave closed his eyes and let out a small 
whimper. Very slowly, Jerry leaned forward. Dave kept his eyes closed but his lips parted with the anticipation. 
Jerry was close enough to feel his breath on his lips. With one little movement, he could touch his lips to 
Dave's. Jerry could finally have his very first kiss. Squeezing his eyes closed, he did it. He closed the gap 
between them. His lips barely touched Dave's, barely glanced over them when Jerry sighed. He pulled Dave 


closer and parted his lips, moving them, urging Dave to do the same. 

Dave held his breath. He allowed Jerry to explore and touch his face. He allowed him to kiss him. But kissing 
Jerry back made Dave stall. It wasn't that he couldn't or that he didn't want to. It was that Dave knew that 
once he started, he wouldn't want to stop. Ever. When Jerry clutched him tighter and whined against his 
mouth, Dave finally caved in. He lifted his hands to Jerry's forearms and parted his lips, returning Jerry's 
awkward kiss. Dave's hands traveled slowly up the blonde's arms to his shoulders, one sliding under his hair to 


grip Jerry's neck 


Jerry very gently and slowly pushed the tip of his tongue past Dave's lips. When it touched Dave's, Jerry 
pulled back a little, cause Dave to open his eyes. 


"What?" 

| don't „don't know what to do." 

| think you were doing just fine." Dave smiled. 

Jerry grinned and dropped his gaze. But when he reached for him again, Dave pulled back. 
"Maybe we can, uh, try again later or something." 


When Dave showed him to a guest bedroom, Jerry frowned but said nothing. 


"Um, | don't think „l'm not sure that .." Dave stumbled over his explanation 
"| think | get it" 

He gave a weak smile. "Thanks. If you need anything 

"| know where to find you" 

"Yeah" Dave felt like a jerk, leaving Jerry there. 


As he closed the door, he took one last look at the other man as he stood in the middle of the room, watching 


Dave leave. 


Jerry lay on his back in his shorts on top of the sheets. He stared into the darkness and felt the air around 


him change. 


"I can feel you." He sat up, smiling as it dawned on him that he was now feeling the exact sensation that Dave 


must have felt when Jerry visited him. "Took you long enough. Where have you been?" 
Layne sat at the end of the bed and smiled softly at his old friend. Very gently, he lay his hand on Jerry's leg. 


‘Its not going well" he admitted. "You probably know that. | don't know what to do. He wants me to be like | 


was. 


Layne moved until he was stretched out beside Jerry. He unfolded one wing over the blonde. Jerry turned his 


body and curled up against Layne, who brushed his fingers through Jerry's long hair. 

"Was | stupid, Layne? Was this all just a really foolish, naive thing to do? He doesn't want me and | am so 
fucking lost!" Jerry started at his own use of the curse word. Then he laughed. "Fuck! Fuck!" He laughed some 
more. "Layne! Fuck!" 


Layne smiled but covered Jerry's mouth with his wing, feathers fluttering softly against his lips. 


Jerry settled back down and closed his eyes. "Thank you, my friend” 


Seven 


As he knew he would, Jerry awoke alone. He sat up and something immediately tumbled down his chest, landing 
with a soft thump. Looking down and reaching for it, he found a necklace that he recognized as Layne's. It was 


a single silver feather on a long black cord When he pressed it against his skin, he could feel it's warmth. 
"Always watching.” He murmured with a little smile on his lips. 


After a shower, Jerry dressed and slowly opened the bedroom door and stuck his head out. It was quiet. 
Maybe Dave wasn't awake yet. He crept downstairs to the kitchen and stood there, looking around. Instead of 
feeling discouraged and lost, he remembered Alice making breakfast. Jerry searched all the cupboards until he 
found a frying pan. In the fridge, he found a carton of eggs and a package of bacon Then Jerry spied the 


coffee maker. 

The eggs burned, the bacon turned to hard, blackened strips of charcoal which crumbled into pieces. The 
coffee brewed but Jerry forgot to put the pot underneath and it leaked all over the counter top. Then came a 
very loud, high-pitched beep, so loud that it hurt Jerry's ears. He turned the stove off and removed the pan. 
Jerry heard loud footsteps running down the stairs. He looked up to see Dave run in, wearing only a pair of 
black boxer briefs. He tried not to let his gaze linger too long on the other man's body, given the 
circumstances, but it was difficult. Jerry was beginning to discover what physical attraction was and he rather 
enjoyed it. 

"What the fuck are you doing?!" His enjoyment was interrupted by Dave's scream. 

Big, wide blue eyes met Dave's and Jerry mumbled, "I tried to cook" 

Dave did his best not to get angry. He showed Jerry how to clean up the mess and then started a new 
breakfast. Taking the skillet, Dave heated it up over a medium flame and stretched out four pieces of bacon 
While it sizzled, he melted a little butter in the fry pan 

"How do you like your eggs?" 


Jerry shrugged. "Cooked" 


Dave smiled. "Do you like them fried? Do you like the yolk a little runny? How about scrambled with peppers 


and onions?" 
Jerry's mouth watered. "Will you show me how to do it all?" 
"All?" 


"Yes! You know how to cook. Teach me, please? Alice loved to cook and it made her so happy when people 


enjoyed her cooking. | want to learn so that | can cook for you. It seems like humans put a lot of love and care 


into their food. | want to do that, too." Jerry trailed off, a little blush touching his cheeks. 

Dave noticed his reddened cheeks and smiled. "| suppose that's true." He watched Jerry for a moment before 
snapping out of it. "Okay, eggs over easy. That's what we call it when you fry it and its still a little runny in 
the yolk. The yellow part is the yolk. Take the pan and heat it up on medium, melt some butter, and gently 
crack the egg on a flat surface. Never on the edge of the pan, okay?" He demonstrated and gently opened the 
shell with his thumbs and dropped the egg into the pan. 

"Why not on the edge?" 


"Because it breaks the shell into small pieces and you'll get some in the egg." Dave replied as he turned the 


bacon. 


He served up the bacon and eggs while Jerry made more coffee, remembering to place the pot on the warmer 


this time. 

Dave watched as Jerry at the first bite, grinning when the blonde moaned a little. 

"This is good!" 

His grin widened. "Glad you like it" And then, before he could catch himself, "Tomorrow, we'll make omelets." 
Jerry looked up from his plate with a mouthful of food. He smiled at Dave but said nothing. 


After they cleaned up for the second time that morning, Dave took Jerry to the supermarket. When the 


blonde man appeared to be unimpressed, Dave gave him a querying look. 

"Not impressed? | kind of thought a giant room full of food would get your blood pumping." 

Jerry smiled. "I've been here. A few times, actually. And yes, it does get my blood pumping.’ 

With that, Jerry hurried ahead, grabbing all kinds of different items. Dave had to gently stop him when the 
shopping cart was full. Jerry watched carefully as Dave paid for the groceries. He helped load them into the 
back of Dave's red and white van and then sat contentedly in the passenger seat, smiled at the way the wind 
felt on his face. Dave turned the radio up and sang along with the song that was on That got Jerry's attention 
He turned this head to watch Dave's face. 

"You play music." 


Dave grinned. "I do." 


"l used to listen to you. | liked listening to you sing. There was a song .." He paused as the words came back to 


him. "wake me when the hour arrives, wake me with my name. See you somewhere down the line..." 


Dave held a hand up as he cringed behind his wayfarers. "That's a song that | wrote for Taylor. Uh, several 


years ago, he was, um, he was sick and | thought | was going to lose him then" 
Jerry frowned. "But he survived." 

Dave nodded. 

Jerry's fingers fiddled with his rings as he said in a low voice, "It's a beautiful song.’ 
"Thank you." 


They fell silent, only the sound of the radio between them. Jerry slowly smiled again, his head nodding to the 
beat. 


At the house, Dave showed Jerry where to put everything away. He was reaching onto the top shelf of the 
pantry when Jerry noticed his shirt riding up, exposing a strip of bare skin on his back. Ever so gently, Jerry 
ran his fingertips along the exposed skin, causing Dave to jump and yelp. Jerry caught him in his arms and 
turned Dave. He pulled him to his mouth and gave him a light kiss. Dave pulled away but with a small grin on 
his lips. Jerry smiled at him before he walked out of the pantry. 


In the evening, as they sat on the couch, Jerry listened intently as Dave spoke in a low, quiet Tone about his 

life. He described growing up and surviving his parents’ divorce. He spoke of his mother and sister in the most 
loving and respectful way, which warmed Jerry's heart. After a while, Dave found himself curled on the couch 
with his head in Jerry's lap. No idea when or how he got there but he decided to stay there, enjoying the way 
Jerry's fingers felt in his hair. He talked about his early days in his first bands. Jerry's heartbeat quickened as 


he listened to Dave talk about music and what it meant to him. 
Dave grew quiet again when he began talking about Taylor. Jerry's hands stilled. 
"You don't have to go on if you don't want to." 


Dave placed a hand on Jerry's knee and, as gently as possible, said, "You wanted to learn about love. This is all | 


know about love." 


At times, Dave had to stop and collect himself. Different memories surfaced and surprised him. He was hold it 
all back as much as he could. Now that Jerry was a physical and tangible presence, it was hard for Dave to 
let go like he would have in the past. Jerry listened carefully to everything Dave told him about Taylor. He 
could see the other man in his head, pictured him clearly. When Dave would pause, he would still his hands and 
simply hold Dave's head. He would begin stroking and petting Dave's hair when he resumed speaking. Jerry's 
heart cracked when Dave's voice cracked. He could feel how deeply Dave loved Taylor and began to understand 


the other man's grief and pain over losing him so suddenly. 


Dave stopped speaking and turned his head to nuzzle his face into Jerry's leg. Jerry gently raked his fingers 
through the soft, dark tendrils of Dave's long hair. He bent over him and placed a kiss at Dave's temple. 


"You have lost so much." 
Dave nodded. 


"I'm so sorry. | wish that there was a way for him to be here instead of me." Jerry murmured, fully meaning 


it. And fully realizing what it meant. 


Dave turned and looked up at Jerry's face. He could see the pain and worry that was etched into it. "That 


means a lot to me. Thank you." 

With a little smile, he reached a shaking hand up into Jerry's hair and pulled him down into a soft kiss. Jerry's 
eyes widened as he was pulled down. He did his best to do nothing and merely allow Dave to do what he wanted, 
The kiss was short. Dave released his grasp on Jerry's hair. But when the blonde moved to straighten up again, 
Dave grasped him again and gave him another kiss. 

As he slowly released Jerry again, Dave murmured, "Do they all look like you?" 

The blonde tilted his head. "Who?" 

"The other angels. Do they all look like you do?" 

"No. | guess you could say we sort of just took on the looks of humans we liked. | liked this one." 

Dave gave a little grin. "I like it, too." 


Jerry smiled. "Oh? What about it do you like?" 


"No!" Dave laughed. "You tell me why you chose it. Was it someone you saw here or something? | mean, did 


you pick to look like this for when you ..like, for when you knew we'd meet?" 


Jerry shook his head. "No. | didn't choose to look like this because | thought you'd like it. I've been in his form 
for several hundred years. | saw this man in Europe. Something struck me about him. He seemed to have a 
gentleness to his facial features, something which drew others to him. They trusted him, it seemed, based 


purely on his kind eyes and friendly smile. | liked that. | wanted to be seen that way, too." 
Dave smiled. "You are. What were you before?" 


He shrugged. "Nothing. Nothing physical, anyway." Jerry paused, thinking of a way to describe it. "We're more 


like an energy or a vapor. Something as simple as a breath of air." 


"Would | have sensed you if you stayed like that?" 
Jerry smiled. "I'd like to believe so." 
"Can everybody sense you when you are near?" 


"No." Jerry shook his head. "And it's a good thing. Think of how different the world would be if you all knew 


about us." 

"| didn't even believe in God." 

Jerry laughed. "I am finding that not many of you do, anymore. And who could blame you? There is such an 
emphasis on science and truth in this day and age. But you have it wrong sometimes. You seem to equate 
truth with proof. But things can still be true if you can't prove them. And things can still be false even when 
the proof is stacked up. | don't need to prove to you when something is true deep in my heart” Jerry 
explained as he pressed a hand over his chest. He grinned and repeated, in a soft voice, "My heart." 

Dave studied Jerry's face, taking in all that he told him. "That makes sense. But what about heaven and hell?" 
"What about heaven and hell?" 

"Do they exist?" 

Jerry nodded. 

"But you said you don't know where Taylor is.” 

The blonde's face fell. "I'm sorry. | don't know. | don't know where they go. | don't know if someone goes to 
heaven or hell or why. | don't know what either is like. | don't know how to go to either place. If | could go and 
get him for you, Dave, believe me, | would" 


With a sad smile, Dave touched Jerry's cheek. "I know you would.” 


Jerry noticed that Dave was becoming more comfortable with him and forthcoming with his affection. He 


leaned into Dave's hand and closed his eyes. 


Abruptly, however, Dave pulled his hand away and looked at Jerry with mild terror in his eyes. "You didn't you 
didn't, like, have to kill the guy you took this body from, did you?" 


Jerry laughed. His eyes danced with mischief. "And if | did?" 


Dave knew he was yanking his chain. He rolled his eyes. "What happened to him?" 


Jerry shrugged. "He lived a long, happy life and died in his sleep, surrounded by many, many grandchildren 
"Liar" 


"| don't know what happened to him but | didn't harm a single hair on his head. | promise." 


wouw 


Dave made sure he was awake before Jerry. Downstairs, he started coffee and set up his waffle maker. He 


sliced fresh strawberries and bananas and started on the waffles. 
Jerry slowly descended the stairs, yawning and scratching himself, clearly believing he was the first to rise. 
Dave watched him with a grin on his face. "Good morning." 


The other man, whose hair stuck out in a million different directions, jumped at the sound of Dave's voice. A 


gorgeous shade of crimson touched his cheeks and Jerry mumbled, "Morning. | didn't think you'd be up yet." 
| can see that. Come here. Today, we're skipping omelets and making waffles instead." 

Jerry smiled and poured himself a coffee first. "Waffles sound good. Those big ones with all the toppings?" 
Dave nodded. 

"Great!" 

Jerry turned out to be a natural at waffle-making. They made four large waffles with fruit and syrup. 

"If all else fails, | will be able to feed you waffles at least 

"All else?" Dave raised an eyebrow. 

"Yes, if l'm unable to do anything else." 

"Such as?" He knew he was making Jerry squirm and enjoyed watching. 


"Take care of you." 


"Ah. Okay." 


Dave stood at the door leading out to the patio with his phone to his ear. His eyes were focused on the blonde 
man in his pool. Jerry splashed and flopped around in the water with a huge smile on his face. Dave couldn't 
help but laugh. 

"Is that a laugh? Are you laughing?" Nate asked through the phone. 

"Huh? Oh. Yeah, | guess." 


"What's so funny because | know you weren't laughing at what | just said." 


The truth was Dave had no idea what Nate just said. "Uh, no, it was. It was. Thanks for calling, man. | 


appreciate you checking on me." 

"Dave, | want to see - " 

He ended the call and opened the door, stepping outside into the warm sun Dave put the phone down on the 
table and walked to the edge of the pool, smiling as he watched Jerry floating on his back. After a moment, 
Jerry opened one eye and then the other. He stared up at Dave. 

"Are you coming in? Its wonderfull" 


He lowered himself to sit on the edge and dangle his legs into the water. "First time swimming? 


Jerry moved to stand up and Dave watched the water bead down his chest. He walked over to Dave and 
grinned at the dark haired man before shaking his head and spraying him with the water from his hair. 


"Hey!" 
He giggled softly as he held his hands out. "Come in" 


Dave gave Jerry his hands and let him pull him down into the pool. He moved his hands up along Dave's arms 
and shoulders, wetting the skin. 


"You're very hot." 
"Thank you." Dave smirked. 
Jerry tilted his head and scowled. 


Dave explained. "Hot. Like good looking." 


"Oh! No, hot like heat. From the sun. We need to get you to cool off" And then a tiny grin passed Jerry's lips 


as he lunged at Dave, pulling him down into the water. 


Dave yelped as he was pushed underwater. He grabbed at Jerry and wound his arms around him, tugging him 
under as well. Jerry wriggled out of his grasp and started to half run, half swim away. Dave was on him again 
in a heartbeat and pair laughed as they wrestled in the water. They twisted and thrashed around in the water, 


dunking one another and laughing. 


Jerry broke free and hurried across the pool while Dave dove under water and swam toward him, grabbing his 


leg and pulling him under again. Then Dave broke away and Jerry chased after him. 


Their little skirmish ended with Dave standing over Jerry as he held him with his arms supporting his back, 
ready to drop him into the water at any moment. He smirked as he gazed into those stormy blue eyes that he 
was beginning to adore. 


| could drop you." He idly threatened. 
‘It's only water." Jerry countered. 


When Dave pretended to let go, however, Jerry gasped and reached his hands up for Dave's shoulders. Dave's 


smirk widened into a smile and he pulled Jerry up into a standing position 
"You asked me what | liked about this body." Dave softly began as he ran his hands over Jerry's chest. 
"Yes?" The blonde man shuddered. 


"I like your chest and your long arms and legs. | like your beautiful blue eyes and full lips." He slid a hand 
around Jerry's back and gently ran his fingertips along his spine. "I like your lean, powerful back. Most of all, 


though, | like your heart" 


By this time, Jerry was putty in his hands. He wound his arms loosely around Dave's back and lay his head on 
his shoulder. "Feels nice." He murmured. 


Dave kept one arm around Jerry and used his free hand to gently move Jerry's wet hair off of his neck. 
"You're beautiful, Jerry. With or without this body." He softly told him before touching his lips to the other 


man's jaw. 


He moved slowly and deliberately, his mouth tracing Jerry's jaw all the way back to his ear before moving 
back across his cheek. Dave's lips were silky soft and his prickly beard made Jerry moan and shiver. He turned 
his head slightly, silently begging Dave to kiss him. Jerry tightened his arms and lifted his head. His eyes were 
closed and his lips were parted, waiting to be kissed. Dave smiled and felt a tiny knot tighten in his groin. He 
moved his mouth to Jerry's while sliding his hand along his neck. Dave pushed his tongue past the blonde's lips 


and made a move to deepen the kiss. 
"Oh! Oh, shit! Fuck! Dave!" Was nearly shouted over them. 


With a loud slosh of water, Jerry pulled away to stare up at a man in dark sunglasses and short red hair, 


wearing olive green shorts and a t-shirt. Dave looked from Jerry to the figure above them. 

"Jesus, Nate." He grumbled. "Jerry, stop. It's all right. This is one my band mates and close friends, Nate. Nate, 
Jerry." He hauled himself out of the pool and stood, dripping, beside Nate. "What are you doing here? | told you 
| was fine." 


"| can see why.” 


Jerry glanced at Nate as he used the steps at the far end of the pool to climb out of it. He quietly wrapped a 


towel around his waist. "tm, uh, tm going to go in and change.” 

Nate's mouth dropped He waited until Jerry closed the door. "Who the fuck is that, Dave 

‘He's just a friend, all right? Calm down’ 

"Just a friend? Interesting. Because | don't generally shove my tongue down my friends’ throats. 


Dave went to the table and picked up a towel. He ran it over his face before wrapping it around himself. "I 


don't have to fucking justify myself to you, Nate. What are you doing here, anyway?" 


"I foolishly thought you were gonna do something stupid. You rushed me off the phone. | was worried. Now, | 


see why you rushed me off the phone. Who the hell is this guy?" 

"| told you he's a friend” 

"How do you know him? Who is he, Dave? Where did you meet him?" 

"Nate! Stop treating me like a goddamn head case. l'm fine!" 

The bassist tried a different tact. "Look, | know what you're going through and hell, the guy is really good 
looking. | get it. But you can't just bring guys home like this. You don't know what they could be after. You don't 
know what they could be „you know...” 

Dave smirked. "What they could be carrying?" 


Nate shifted uncomfortably, regretting this tact. 


Dave burst into laughter. "You're ridiculous. Do you really think I'd do that? Think I'd just go down to Hollywood 


Boulevard, find me a good looking guy to bring up here and bone?" 

He rolled his eyes. "Forget it! 

Are you that worried about me, really? You really want to know who he is?" 

"Forget it! 

"He's the angel” 

Nate 's brow knotted and he took his sunglasses off. "What?" 

"He's the angel | told you about! 

"Get the fuck out of here. Look, I'm not judging you. You don't have to lie to me. Im just saying be careful’ 


Dave latched onto Nate's wrist and dragged him into the house, calling Jerry's name. When the blonde appeared 


at the top of the steps, wearing jeans and one of Dave's shirts, Dave called him down. 

"Jerry, can you please tell Nate who you are. It's okay. | told him the truth but he doesn't believe me." 

Jerry descended the stairs and crossed to stand in front of Nate. He looked at Dave, who smiled and nodded. "| 
was an angel who used to come and watch Dave to make sure he was okay. | fell so that | could become 
human. He is being kind enough to teach me things and allow me to stay here." 

Nate frowned and looked from Jerry to Dave and back again. "That's impossible." 

Jerry smiled. "How do you know?" 

The bassist stammered. "I just „know. There's no such thing as angels or heaven or hell or God." 

They sat him down and explained everything from what Dave had already told him to the night Jerry revealed 
himself to Dave to the night he fell to Earth, about Alice and finally, about how close they were becoming. 
Nate sat and listened but his expression told them that he was skeptical at the very least. At most, he feared 
Dave had lost his mind. 


"I think perhaps | can show you something that will prove we have been telling you the truth." Jerry rose and 


pulled his shirt over his head before turning around. 


Dave looked at the scars on Jerry's shoulder blades and cringed. Nate gasped and stood up to examine them 
closer. He reached out to touch Jerry but pulled his hand back and glanced at Dave. 


"Do they hurt, Jerry?" Dave asked. 


"No. 


Very gently, Nate's shaking hand came down on Jerry's back, fingers moving over the massive, angry red 
vertical line on his shoulder blade. After only a moment, he pulled his hand away and huffed. "That's fucking .." 


Nate sat back down and stared at Dave, seeming to be at a loss for words. 


"See? He's not some whore | picked up and he's not seeking to sleep with me and sell my story to TMZ or 
some shit. He's a good man and | .." He looked up at Jerry who had turned around and pulled his shirt back on. 


"I feel very comfortable having him here." 


Nine 


Dave hovered over Jerry as they lay in bed. He leaned into the other man, draping a leg over Jerry's thigh. 
One hand against the pillows held him up while he used the other to gently stroke the blonde's cheek. Jerry 
reached up and wrapped his hands around the back of Dave's neck, fingers combing through his hair. 


The dark haired man opened his mouth to speak when Jerry gently shushed him with a shake of his head. He 
pulled Dave down and kissed him. Dave very slowly moved his lips against Jerry's, parting them and pressing 
the tip of his tongue against the blonde's lower lip. When Jerry slowly opened his mouth, Dave slipped his 
tongue past his lips, sliding against Jerry's. The blonde man softly gasped and clutched Dave a little tighter. He 
gave himself over to the kiss, mewling softly and tentatively pushing his tongue out a little, touching Dave's lip. 


Dave lowered himself against Jerry's chest and deepened the kiss, moaning into it. His hips pressed into Jerry's 
thigh and Dave very softly rocked them. The other man gasped against Dave's mouth but rather than pull 
back, he kissed Dave harder, shifting his body toward him. Dave's hand slipped down over Jerry's chest and 
stomach, around to his hip and urged Jerry closer. Fingers dipped into the waistband of the shorts he wore 
and dug into his smooth skin. They continued to kiss each other, tongues entwined and hungrily lapping up each 
other's taste, while their bodies rocked together. 


Jerry grew hard against Dave and he whimpered softly, finally pulling back and panting. Dave smiled as he very 
slowly moved his hand into the front of the other man's shorts, fingertips gently grazing Jerry's erection. 


"What what .! .." he gasped, squeezing his eyes closed. 

"Feels good, doesn't it?" 

"Oh, yes!" 

"Open those pretty eyes and look at me, angel." 

Jerry's eyes snapped open at the pet name and he softly smiled. "Not an angel, anymore." 


"Bullshit. You'll always be my angel." Dave replied before giving Jerry a kiss. "Keep those eyes right on me. | 


want to make you feel really good." 


He watched those steel blue eyes darken and something Dave recognized as need swam through them. He 
wrapped his fingers around the other man's cock and gently stroked him, sliding his barely closed fist up and 
down. He mentally measured Jerry's length based on the feel of him in his hand and a slow smile formed on 


Dave's lips. His fist tightened somewhat and he stroked a little faster. 


Jerry fought to keep his eyes opened as he mewled and writhed under Dave's ministrations. One hand knotted 
in Dave's hair and tugged. He pulled Dave down to him, hungry for the other man's mouth. He felt Dave trying 


to push his underwear down and lifted his hips from the bed. 


Dave quickly seized the opportunity and pulled Jerry's shorts down to his knees, exposing his gorgeous, long 
cock for the first time. 


"Oh, god." Dave moaned before he ran his tongue over his bottom lip. 
"What?!" The other man panicked. 
Dave turned back to look at him. "Nothing. You're perfect" 


He wound his arm under Jerry's shoulders and carefully lifted him from the mattress to hold him against his 
chest while his other hand was splayed flat against Jerry's stomach, moving slowly back down to take up 
stroking him again. Dave pushed his face into Jerry's neck and when Jerry let his head fall back, he pressed 
his lips to his throat, laying soft kisses up and down his neck before he started to nibble, sucking a small patch 
of skin between his teeth and softly biting down on it. His hand slid over the blonde's smooth, hardened flesh, 


pumping Jerry's cock, urging him closer and closer to his first orgasm. 


His mouth hung open and he signed and panted, making tiny mewling noises. He had never felt anything like this. 
It was as if a swarm of bees had taken up somwhere deep inside of him, behind his stomach. The way Dave 
was touching him and biting him made Jerry feel weak. His head was swimming and whatever noises were 


coming from his mouth seemed to please Dave. The swarm of bees was becoming more and more agitated. 
"Dave!" He groaned. "Oh, Dave!" 

"That's it, baby. Just let go. Give yourself over to it" Dave purred against his throat as he swiped his 
thumber over the head of Jerry's cock, through the pre-come that had gathered there. He spread it over his 
length and pumped his fist faster. 

His arms tightened around Dave's neck, nearly choking him, his hips lifted from the bed, bucking and rolling. The 
swarm of bees demanded release and Jerry threw his head back with a long wail of Dave's name as his 
orgasm tore through his body, reaching every last nerve ending and making Jerry shudder as his seed soaked 


Dave's hand. 


Jerry sunk back into the mattress, his body suffering tiny little aftershocks with every little movement Dave 


made. He closed his eyes and sighed as his arms limply slid from Dave to the bed. 
"That was .." He groaned. "incredible. What a feeling. It was painful but deliciously so." 
Dave gave a quiet laugh as he brought his hand to his lips. 


After a moment, Jerry slowly opened his eyes to find Dave licking his fingers. 


"What is it?" 

The dark haired man smiled. "Your come. Did you feel it come out when you had your orgasm?" 

He nodded. "Why do you lick it?" Jerry sat up and grabbed Dave's wrist. 

"Because it tastes good" 

Just as Jerry pulled Dave's hand toward his outstretched tongue, Dave pulled it away. 

"Nuh-uh." He murmured and leaned in to kiss Jerry. "Taste it on my tongue." 

His tongue was attacked and sucked on, the blonde moaning against his mouth as Jerry eagerly tasted himself. 
When Jerry broke the kiss, he started to reach for Dave's shorts. "How can | make that happen to you?" 
Dave gently took Jerry's hands and held them still. "You don't have to. Not tonight. Tonight was for you." 
"But | want to." 

"| know, baby, and | really appreciate that. Um, it's just „it's just that he was the last and only man to do that 
for me." Dave lowered his gaze to their hands. "I'm not ready to lose that last little connection I've got with 
him." He lifted his head and studied Jerry's face. "Do you understand?" 

A flush of pink spread across the younger man's cheeks. "Why did you do it for me, then?" 

| wanted to show you what it felt like." 

"This is an intimacy.” 

Dave nodded, 

"A great intimacy." 

Dave shrugged. "Maybe." 

"So you're not ready to grant me this intimacy but you are okay with me allowing it to you." 

He sighed and raked his fingers through his hair. "No. Not exactly. Taylor was the last man | was with this 
way. Its one thing | can still hold onto. Its a special memory. Maybe as if I'm still being loyal to him. | am 


ready to let you in but not ready to push him out." 


"But one day?" 


Dave smiled and brought Jerry's fingers to his lips, kissing them softly. "One day. | promise." 


Ten 


Jerry quietly slipped from the bed and padded downstairs. He quickly started coffee and then made the only 
breakfast dish he had mastered so far: scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast. Litte by little, he was becoming 
comfortable in the kitchen. He would no longer burn anything and learned quickly. Placing everything on a tray, 
he climbed back up the stairs to the bedroom and settled on the edge of the bed beside Dave. 


Sweeping the other man's hair away from his face and neck, Jerry gently caressed his cheek and temple with 
a light fingertip. "Good morning, Dave." 


Dave twitched and pushed his face into the pillow. Jerry smiled and tried again. He swept a hand over his soft 


hair. 
"Dave, time to wake up." 


This time, the older man slowly rolled over. His eyes remained closed and he emitted a long groan. "Is that 


bacon | smell?" 

The blonde laughed. "Of course it is. Open your eyes." 

He smiled and open his eyes, pushing himself into a seated position, leaning back against the pillows. Jerry leaned 
in and kissed his lips and then moved the tray into Dave's lap. He stole a piece of toast and sipped his own 
coffee while he watched Dave eat. 

"There's something | want to do today." 

Dave paused and looked up at him. "Yeah? What?" 

"Go for another ride. Go back to that hot dog stand. | promise not to get sick this time." Jerry grinned. 
"You promise, huh?" 

He nodded. "And then | want you to teach me to drive it 

"Drive „the motorcycle?" 

Jerry nodded again 


Dave thought for a moment. "We can try that. Don't you want to learn to drive a car, first?" 


He shook his head and stole a piece of bacon. 


"Okay, then 


They drove farther north this time, stopping at a somewhat deserted, closed-down strip mall. Dave gave Jerry 
a riding lesson, instructing him how the bike worked and what to do. Dave watched as he took laps around the 
parking lot. At first, he went very slowly and the bike wobbled here and there. After a couple laps, he got the 
hang of it and went faster, even weaving in and out of some lamp posts. Jerry drove up beside Dave and 


turned off the engine. He lifted his helmet off of his head and grinned at Dave. 
"| did okay?" 
"You did great! 


Jerry started to get off the bike when it wobbled and Dave caught it by the handlebar. "Kickstand, baby." He 


smiled. 
"Sorry" 
"No problem. I've dumped this one a couple times. It's a pain in the ass and it hurts like hell." 


"You have been hurt riding this?" Jerry asked as he slid back on the seat and made room for Dave to get 


back on. 


"Oh, yeah. It happens. That's why you should keep practicing. We'll get you plenty of practice in before you go 
out on your own. Maybe get you your own. What do you think?" 


"| dont want to fall" Jerry flatly said. 
Dave turned and looked over his shoulder. "Don't worry. I'll kiss all your pain away." 


The blonde smiled and wrapped his arms around Dave as he leaned in and said, "I've been trying to do the same 


for you." Then he kissed his cheek 
Dave smiled softly and tilted his head into Jerry. "You are, baby. You are." 


They started up the highway again. Each man seemed to be lost in their thoughts as they zipped along the 
freeway, weaving in and out of the slower traffic. Dave knew Jerry cared for him. He knew Jerry believed this 
was where he was meant to be. But there was a whole world out there waiting for Jerry. There was a whole 
world that Jerry should have the opportunity to see and learn about, in turn, Dave believed, Jerry would learn 
more about the man he wanted to be. It was, in a way, like wanting to give a child the entire world. The 
possibilities were limitless and that excited Dave. Jerry had seen the world but now, he could touch it, 


experience it, live in it. 


Jerry thought about the man in his arms. He thought back to when he first found Dave and how shattered 
and broken he was. He remembered the way his grief-stricken screams had sounded. He thought about the 
many rights he found Dave a huddled up mess. Jerry remembered the night he fell and the night he met Dave 
as a human man and he remembered the first time he kissed Dave. Jerry thought about the amazing depths 
of human soul and how, in his own way and on his own schedule, Dave was showing him his soul. And then 
Jerry had a jarring thought. Was he doing a good enough job of showing Dave his soul? He wanted to be a man 
worthy of Dave's love, not just a man who happened to be there. The thought made Jerry tighten his arms 
around Dave, hands sweeping up over Dave's chest. 

The late afternoon sun gleaned off the chrome of the bike as Dave took exit 4I in Summerland off the freeway 
in search of a gas station. As he filled up the bike, Jerry took his helmet off and used the hem of his shirt to 
wipe the sweat from his forehead. 


"Yeah, it's freaking hot. Let's find somewhere to sit in the shade and have a beer." 


Dave got back on the bike and they found a place called Stacky's Seaside Bar. There were picnic tables outside 


and Dave picked the one in the corner. He sat down and let out a long sigh. 

"| didn't mean to drive this far out of town. My ass is gonna be sore tomorrow. Yours, too." 
Jerry sat beside him and smiled. "I can fix that.” 

Dave shot him a surprised look. "Oh, can you?" 

He nodded. "Massage." He held up his hands and wiggled his fingers. 

The other man laughed. "Of course." 


A waitress in a pair of short denim cutoffs and a loose fitting cut off t-shirtunder which she wore nothing, 
approached, clearly giving Jerry the ‘look’. "Hil I'm Daisy. What can | get you guys?" 


Dave smirked, looking between the girl and Jerry. "Whatever's cold. Jerry, see anything you want?" 

The blonde was clueless to the girl's glances. He looked at the menu and also asked for a beer. "And food! Daisy, 
I'm hungry!" He blurted out as if he was afraid he'd miss his chance to order something. He looked at Dave. 
lm hungry, okay?" 

She sat down on the opposite bench. "Can | show you what | like?" She purred as she leaned over toward Jerry. 


"Yes! What's the best?" 


Dave wore an amused expression as he watched the girl flirt with Jerry and point out nearly everything on 


the small, bar menu. Jerry took it all in with an excited expression on his face and when he looked at the girl's 


face, he gave her a bright smile and asked for a big bacon cheeseburger and french fries. 

"Dave, what do you want?" 

"That sounds good to me, too. Same." 

After Daisy wirked at Jerry and walked away, he said, "She is pretty. And what a pretty name. Daisy." 
"She wants you" Dave plainly said 

"What?" 

"She wants you. Wants to do things to you." Dave laughed. "Like what | did to you the other night" 
Not" 

He laughed some more. "Yes! Look at how she looks at you when she comes back" 

Jerry blushed and dropped his gaze. 


Dave was nearly howling now. "Oh, come on! You have to know how fucking gorgeous you are. Do you expect 


me to believe you don't realize that?" 


Daisy returned carrying two pint glasses and set them down, smiling at Jerry. "Here you go! You guys aren't 


from around here, are you? Never seen you before. And trust me, I'd remember." 
"No, from down in LA" Dave replied. He glanced at the other man to find Jerry staring at Daisy. 


She continued to feed Jerry beer while Dave switched to Coke and looked on as the two of them traded smiles 
and Jerry learned what flirting was. After a while, the girl was in Jerry's lap, feeding him french fries. Dave 
continued to watch the pair, grinning and shaking his head. 


Jerry was buzzed and feeling pretty good. He wound an arm around Daisy's back and put a fry between his 
lips, inviting the girl to come and get it. When she did, Jerry kissed her. He parted his lips and gave her a long, 
deep kiss, plunging his tongue into her mouth. They continued to make out until Daisy reached a hand down to 
Jerry's groin and let out a loud squeal when she felt how big he was. 

‘Oh my God! You HAVE to come home with me!" 


Jerry looked at her, confused. "I can't. I'm with him." He pointed at Dave. 


"Like, with him?" She asked. 


He nodded. "He does those things to me." 
Dave huffed and covered his face with his hand. 


He got Jerry back on the bike and did not look forward to the ride home. "Keep your arms around me and 


behave yourself." 

"Yes, Sir!" Jerry giggled. "Can she come home with us?" 

"You just said you're with me. Now you want the girl, too?" 

Jerry nodded. "She was small and cute and she smells good and has nice breasts." 
| smell good" 

He made a face. "Not right now." 


However, as soon as Dave settled onto the bike, Jerry clung to him. He pressed his body against Dave's back 


and moaned in his ear. "I want to do things to you, Dave. Please don't make me wait anymore." 
"God" Dave groaned. "Jerry, we're three hours from home. Please behave back there." 


Twenty minutes into the drive, Jerry's hands found their way under Dave's shirt. Another few minutes and 
they were shoved into Dave's pants. The bike swerved slightly as Dave grunted. 


"Jerry!" He quickly turned his head and yelled at him. He couldn't concentrate on the road and fend Jerry off 
at the same time so Dave made a decision. He found the first beachside dive motel he could and checked them 


into a room. 


Jerry flopped onto the bed on his back and gave Dave a little smirk. "Come here. Want you. Don't want to wait 


anymore." 

Dave stood over him with his arms crossed. "You're drunk" 

The blonde shook his head. 

"Yes, you are." 

"So?" Jerry pushed himself up and reached for Dave's hips, drawing him closer. "I want to give you pleasure. | 


want to make you feel as good as | felt that night. | want you. That girl might look at me with eyes that say 
she likes me. But | look at you like that." 


The older man smiled. "I look at you like that, too." 


Jerry quickly opened Dave's jeans and pushed them down, taking his shorts down, too. When he wrapped a hand 
around Dave's cock, Jerry hummed softly and Dave inhaled sharply, closing his eyes. 


In his mind's eye, he saw Taylor. But he knew he had to let him go. He had to take this step with Jerry. So the 
image of Taylor slowly faded away and Dave opened his eyes and looked down at Jerry, giving him a gentle 


smile as he nodded. Dave swept a hand over Jerry's hair. "Use your mouth." 


Very slowly, Jerry opened his mouth wide and covered the head of Dave's cock with it. He moved back and 
forth, sliding his lips along the shaft. 


"That's it. Good. Feels good." 


Jerry was encouraged by Dave's words and grew bolder, sucking faster and harder, making the other man 
groan. Dave kept his hands on Jerry's head and guided him as his hips rocked, pushing himself deeper into 


Jerry's throat and gazing down into Jerry's gorgeous blue eyes. 


All too soon, the overwhelming pleasure washed over Dave and he rocked harder, groaning louder. Jerry's 
hands moved from his hips, sliding to the back of his thighs and clutching them tightly. Dave felt lightheaded. It 


had been a long, long time since someone did this for him. 
"Jerry, baby. Gonna come. Fuck, gonna come so hard" 


Jerry hummed in response, eagerly sucking Dave, wanting to make him come, wanting to give him that 


pleasure. 


Dave started to pull away when he knew he couldn't hold on any longer but Jerry closed his mouth around his 
dick and sucked. Dave cried out as he rolled up on the balls of his feet and spilled his seed deep down Jerry's 
throat. When he pulled back, Dave sighed and let his head roll back. 


Jerry watched Dave as he swallowed and then panted. "Fuck" He murmured. "Fuck!" He said louder with a giggle. 


"| like that!" 


Dave raised his head and looked at Jerry with amusement. "If you like that, wait until you feel me do it to 
youl" and he quickly pounced on Jerry. 


The following morning found Dave sitting on the faded plastic chair outside their door, smoking a cigarette 
from the pack he bought out of the machine in the motel lobby and sipping a cup of the free coffee offered 
there. He gazed out at the ocean from behind his wayfarers as he returned to his thoughts from the 
previous day. Yeah, he was going to put the world in Jerry's hands. 


Eleven 


Jerry felt butterflies in his stomach as he approached the front door. He recognized this as feeling nervous 
but wasn't sure why. Just as he raised his hand to knock, the door opened. 


Alice struggled with a large box of food containers as she pulled the door opened and then turned her body to 
use the same free hand to pull the door closed. "Dear Lord, | need an extra pair of hands." She muttered 


Jerry grinned and started to gently take the box out of her grasp. "Hello." 


The older woman gasped and jumped slightly and then laughed at herself when she saw it was Jerry. "Jerry! 
My goodness! See that? | asked for an extra pair of hands and God listened” 


He gave a little smirk. "Yes, He listens all the time." 
"What are you doing here, child? Its been a while. Are you okay? Where have you been?" 
| wanted to come and see you." He glanced down into the box. "That looks delicious. What is it this time?" 


"Oh, just a little something from my childhood Comfort food, we called it. Its meatloaf with onion gravy, 
scalloped potatoes, and asparagus spears. And, of course, fresh baked biscuits." 


Jerry's mouth watered. 
Alice laughed softly. "Do you want to come and help us?" 
He nodded. "On one condition" 


"Yes, | will feed you, too." 


Back in the kitchen of the Shepherds house, Jerry sat down at the table while Alice fixed him a plate. "Alice?" 
"Yes, sweetie?" 

"How do you make all the food?" 

"What do you mean, dear? We cook it all here.” 


"Yes, | know, but how do you buy it all?" 


"Ah. Well, there are a few of us that kind of buy the things we need and, occasionally, we'll get some donations. 
Mostly, we just do it ourselves." 


"Why?" 

Alice put the plate in front of him and sat down across from him. "Eat! 
"| want to help" 

"Okay, good. But for now, eat! 


With a little grin, Jerry happily dug into his food, eating quickly and softly moaning. "H's so good. I'm learning to 


cook" 

"What? Now?" 

Jerry nodded. "Dave is teaching me" 

Alice scowled. "Who's Dave?" 

"He's the man that made me fall" Jerry said quite literally. 

"Oh!" She smiled "I didn't realize ..you know what? It doesn't matter. Tell me more about him" 


"He likes to cook and he's good. Not as good as you. But he's been showing me how to make breakfast and 


some easy stuff for dinner.” 

"Where did you meet him?" 

Jerry took another bite and studied Alice's face as he chewed and swallowed. He desperately wanted to tell 
Alice his story but he was afraid she wouldn't understand or believe him. He remembered back when he met 
Alice and she assumed he was a kid from the streets. A junkie, probably. Lowering his gaze to the plate, he 
quietly said, "He picked me up." 

Alice's face softened and she murmured, "Ah, | see. And he teaches you how to cook?" 


He nodded. "He lost his partner a while ago and he's just been lonely.” 


"Jerry .." Alice began very gently. "Is he ..is he good to you?" Her eyes flicked up to his forehead, 


remembering how she patched him up. 


"Oh! Oh, he didn't do that. He's very good to me. He is!" 


"Okay, good." 

After he finished a second plate, Jerry helped Alice wash the dishes and pots and pans. As he put away some 
things on the higher shelves in the cupboards, he repeated to her, "I want to help. Can | come by again and 
you can teach me more comfort foods?" 


‘Of course, my dear. | would be very glad to have your company.” 


Jerry grinned and then stooped to kiss the older woman on the cheek. "You are one of God's most precious 
angels." He winked. 


Jerry lay his head against Dave's naked chest, fingers slowly tracing over his tattoos. He softly hummed, 
enjoying the closeness and the relaxing feeling of Dave's fingers stroking through his hair. 


"Dave?" 
"Yes, angel?" 


He grinned at the pet name that Dave had taken to calling him. "Remember | told you about Alice, the woman 
from the shelter?" 


"Mm hmm." 
"I went to see her. | want to start helping her more. They run a whole shelter and feed the people under the 
bridge all with their own money. | think it would be nice if | offered to help cook and pass food out since she 


was so good to me." 


Dave smiled and squeezed Jerry tighter. "I think that's a wonderful idea If they need some money, just let me 
know how much. | would be happy to help them that way since they took such good care of you." 


Jerry pressed a kiss to Dave's chest. "I think that would be great. I'd love for you to meet Alice. She's 


incredible!" 


"I'd like that, too. Just let me know, baby." He paused for a moment and then spoke quietly. "That leads me to 


something I've been wanting to tell you." 
"What?" 


"I think | want to go back to work. | think I'm ready. Nothing too intense right now. Just kind of fucking around 
with some things that have been going on in my head. | should get them out." 


"Music?" Jerry asked, lifting his head to look at Dave's face. 


He nodded. "Just some sounds that I've been hearing lately that | should get out of my head and recorded. | 


don't know if I'll ever use them for anything but | can't ignore them anymore." 

"| wouldn't want you to ignore them! Dave, you should do that. You need to do that." 

"| will. Thanks." 

With a little grin, Jerry lowered his head and kissed Dave's lips. He deepened the kiss as he moved to slide his 
body on top of Dave's and slowly began to rock. Dave groaned against Jerry's mouth, letting the blonde's 
tongue slip between his lips. He pushed his thighs together and allowed Jerry to straddle him. Jerry rolled his 
hips, sliding his cock against Dave's, mewling into the kiss. Dave let his hands glide down Jerry's back and come 
to rest on his ass, gently urging him to rock faster. 

"Fuck, Jerry. That's good" 

Jerry pushed his face into Dave's neck and took a bite as he rocked faster. He reached between their bodies 
and wrapped a hand around both their cocks, thrusting himself back and forth, sliding against Dave's cock and 
his fist. Jerry grunted and moved faster. 

"Easy, baby. We have all night. Take your time and enjoy what you're doing." 

He slowed down a little for a moment or two. Jerry mewled and moaned against Dave's neck, teeth nibbling and 
making Dave hiss and growl. But after just another moment, he started moving faster again. Jerry used his 
free hand against Dave's chest to push himself up into a sitting position He gazed down at Dave as he now 


wrapped both hands around their cocks. 


Dave met his gaze as he used both hands to stroke up and down Jerry's thighs. "That's it, baby. That feels so 
good." 


"Want to make you come." Jerry murmured. 

Dave grinned. "Oh, you're going to. Spit into your hand, Jerry." 

With a shy, little smile, Jerry raised his hand to his mouth and spit into his palm. 
"Now, use that hand to spread it around our dicks and then go back to stroking them." 


Jerry did as Dave instructed and slid his wet hand along their cocks, stroking hard and fast. He leaned over and 
let some spit fall from his lips, onto his dick, and worked that in also. 


"Damn. Wow, baby. That's nice." Dave grunted as he snapped his hips up, sending his cock into Jerry's fist. He 


reached one hand down and wrapped it over Jerry's, urging him to jerk them off faster and squeeze tighter. 


"Dave! Fuck!" Jerry groaned. With a grin, he said it again, "Fuck! Make me come! | want to see what it looks like 


on your skin" 


The sound Dave made was anything but human. He shuddered and gave one last hard thrust as he came all 
over their hands and onto his stomach. As soon as Jerry felt the body beneath him tighten and shake, his 
orgasm came on strong as well and he lurched forward, catching himself by placing one hand against Dave's 
shoulder. Jerry shouted Dave's name in a guttural cry, his seed splashing against Dave's skin, mixing with 
Dave's come. He panted, head hanging over Dave's, his blonde hair failing around them. After a moment, Jerry 
opened his eyes and smiled at Dave. Giving him a little kiss on his lips, Jerry started to slide lower, pushing 
himself down Dave's body, kissing and licking his warm skin When he got to his stomach, Jerry moaned. He 
flicked his eyes back up to Dave's and then, very softly, he started to lick and lap up their come. Dave inhaled 
sharply, doing his best not to twitch as Jerry's tongue swiped across his stomach, cleaning him up. 


When he was done, Jerry stretched himself out alongside Dave and lay his head back down with a soft sigh. 
"Hey, Jerry?" 
"Yes?" 


"l, um," Dave hesitated. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes, one hand sliding along Jerry's shoulder. His 


voice dropped to a soft, hoarse whisper. "I'm falling in love with you." 


With a slow smile, Jerry also whispered. "I, too, feel love and it feels amazing. Thank you, Dave." 


Twelve 
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Jerry sat back in a chair and watched Dave. He wore a faint smile on his lips and his eyes narrowed in on 
Dave's fingers as they moved over the strings of the blue electric guitar in his lap. He was mesmerized, 
completely in awe of way Dave played and the sounds the guitar made. But what really made Jerry grin was 


the way Dave sounded when he sang. 


There were no words, not yet, Dave said. Although, Jerry suspected perhaps there were words. They were 
just words Dave wasn't ready to let him hear. Jerry was fine with that. When Dave was ready to share, Jerry 
would be there to eagerly listen. For now, Dave sang in sounds which sat sweetly above the guitar, creating a 
lovely, if not melancholy, melody. By the third run through the same melody, Jerry realized he was humming 
along, daring to get loud enough for Dave to hear over the guitar and his own singing. Dave looked up with a 


bright smile on his face and nodded. 


For hours, they played and sang and laughed. Dave showed Jerry all his guitars and drums. He eventually found 
himself sitting side by side with Jerry at the sleek black grand piano that sat in one corner of the large room. 
Dave had gone quiet as he watched his fingers ghost along the ivory keys. Jerry watched and patiently waited. 


"| don't really know how to play this," He began. "But | fudged it enough to write a song for Taylor a few years 
back." 


Jerry waited a long minute before he gently lay his palm against Dave's back. "Play it for me. I'm sure it's 


beautiful." 


"We had an argument once. | was off somewhere | don't even remember. | was away for a couple weeks. We 
were fighting over the phone and | just blurted out, ‘All | want is to be homel'. | didn't want to argue with him, 
| didn't want to be away anymore. | was tired and frustrated All| wanted was to just be at home with him." 
Dave smiled as he let the memories surface. He found they didn't hurt nearly as much as they used to. 


"It became sort of a running joke for a while. Whenever l'd get pissy about something, Taylor would tease me 
and yell out, ‘All| want is to be home!" So | wrote a song about it. Figured that'd get him to shut up, wouldn't 
ite 

Jerry smiled. "Did it?" 


"| think so." 


‘I'd love to hear it, if you want me to." 


With a little grin, Dave started to play the piano. His fingers didn't move nearly as smoothly as they did on the 
guitar, but it would suffice. He sang softly of loneliness, of getting older, of leaving loved ones behind, and of 
yearning to return. Jerry wondered if home had an alternative meaning. He wondered if Dave was really singing 
about yearning to return to innocence, to easier, more carefree days. He found himself holding his breath as 


Dave let the song merely taper off into sweet, gentle silence. 


When Dave's fingers came to rest and he glanced up at Jerry, the blonde shivered. "It was beautiful. Your 
voice, Dave there is something so magical about it and the way you use it" Jerry shook his head. "I don't 


know how to explain it. | feel it in my very soul." 


Dave searched Jerry's eyes for a moment before he raised a hand to touch the other's cheek, drawing him 
closer and giving him a soft kiss. Jerry turned his body toward Dave and wound his arm tighter around his 
back as he deepened the kiss, parting his lips and giving Dave his tongue. Dave's other hand slid into Jerry's 
hair, fingers raking through it, while he lapped his tongue against Jerry's, lips hungrily seizing the younger 
man's. Jerry moaned and dropped a hand into Dave's lap, pushing between his legs and rubbing against his groin. 


Dave groaned and reluctantly pulled away, panting and gazing at Jerry. After a moment, he whispered, "AIl | 


want is to be home." 
A slow smile spread across Jerry's face. He stood and held a hand out for Dave. "Let's go home." 


Together, they stumbled into the bedroom, locked in a deep kiss. Hands wandered over each other's bodies, 
picking at buttons and pulling zippers down. They fell into bed with Jerry on his back and Dave on top of him. 
Their legs tangled and slid against each other, working for leverage. Dave lifted himself up on one hand and 
gazed down at the beautiful man underneath him. He swept Jerry's hair away from his face and gave him a 


soft kiss, touching his warm, bruised lips to Jerry's. 


"| love you. | love you for saving me. | love you for putting fire in my heart again. | love you for needing me." 


He moved his head to nuzzle under Jerry's ear. "| want to make love to you.” 


Jerry's heart thudded inside his chest. He gazed up, into Dave's warm, velvety chocolate eyes. "l believe | have 
loved you since the moment | heard you. | believe your heart spoke to mine long before | understood what it 


was saying. Dave, | love you." 


Dave finally got Jerry to take his time. Every touch and every kiss they shared was drawn out. Every step 
they took was slow and gentle. Dave held Jerry in his arms and rocked into him when breathless sighs and 


whispers of love. 


They lay, tangled and exhausted, in the middle of the bed. Jerry rested his head against Dave's shoulder and 


draped an arm over his stomach. His body tingled and ached in ways that made him grin. 


"Is it strange? | finally feel like this body is well and truly mine." 


Dave smiled as he gently stroked his fingers up and down Jerry's arm. "Funny you should say that. | was 
feeling like your body was well and truly mine. Finally." 


Jerry lifted his head and looked at Dave. "I am all yours. All of me. Yours." 


The older man lifted his head and gave Jerry a quick kiss. "I am all yours." 


Jerry tied his hair back before looping the apron over his head. He hummed while he prepared the prime rib, 
knowing it was Dave's favorite. He laughed 

softly when he realized the song he was humming was Dave's. Jerry had everything set out before him on the 
kitchen island, all the side dishes he intended on preparing, Dave's iPad, which he learned how to use to display 
recipes and instructions, and, lastly, the large pan which held the big piece of meat. He wanted to surprise 
Dave, wanted to show him how much he loved him and how much he enjoyed their previous night together. It 
had been all that Jerry imagined it would be and more. He caught himself several times already, just staring 
off into space with a silly grin on his face. He stopped and let the memories come flooding back, letting his 


body relive Dave's touches. 


He checked the time and put the roast into the oven, carefully double-checking the temperature. While the 
meat started cooking, Jerry wandered the house, tidying up, making their bed, and vacuuming the floors. He 
took a shower and dressed in an outfit of tight black jeans and a white button down shirt, which, after much 


deliberation, he left unbuttoned down his chest. 


Jerry prepared the dessert of frosted fudge brownies. They were Dave's favorite, or so he claimed. After 
that, he made the salad and fixed all the side dishes. The dining room table was set and Jerry had even found 
a pair of white tapers to light, briefly wondering if he was doing overboard. With a smile, he sat at the table, 
looking at the beautiful china that Dave had going to waste in his cupboard. He raised a glass of Cabernet to 
his lips and took a sip. Alice said red wine with red meat. 


He checked the time and expected to hear the roar of the motorcycle pulling into the garage at any moment. 
Fifteen minutes passed and Jerry took the meat out of the oven to prevent it from overcooking. After thirty 
minutes, he frowned and looked out the window. After an hour, he dialed Dave's phone. Jerry decided not to 


leave a message when it went right to Dave's voicemail. 


After another hour, Jerry's heart was beating very rapidly as he paced the floor. He was alone. Jerry feared 
the worst and there was nothing he could do about it. He was helpless. 


When the phone finally rang, four hours after Dave was supposed to come home, Jerry dove for it and 


practically screamed into it. 


"Dave?!" There was a long pause, but Jerry could hear background noises. "Dave? Where are you? What's 


wrong?" 

"Jerry?" A voice Jerry didn't recognize. 

"Yes. Who is this?" 

‘Its Nate. Do you remember me?" 

"Yes, yes. Of course. Where's Dave?" 

"Um, Jerry, there was an accident. He's gone." 


He didn't hear anything else. Jerry dropped the phone. He stormed out into the backyard, standing in the middle 


of the grass and looking up into the sky. Jerry's hands were clenched and he wore a snarl on his face. 


"Where are you?" He screamed. "I know you're nearby. Show yourself!" He turned around, looking this way and 


that, into the treeline, around the yard, back toward the house. "I know you can hear me!" 
Abruptly, Jerry swung around. He immediately sensed the other's presence. 
"Why? Why did He do it??" 


Layne stepped toward Jerry and wrapped his wings around him, holding him close. But Jerry struggled. He 
pushed himself back a step, reaching his hands out. 


"Why, Layne?!" 


It took all of the angel's strength but he lunged for Jerry, wrapping him up again and he breathed, "You know 


why." 

Jerry heard his friend's voice and he howled in pain, collapsing to the ground. Layne knelt down and covered 
Jerry with his wings and remained there, stroking his friend's head and shoulders with soft, gentle hands. 
Jerry sobbed and screamed, his body quaked as all the pain and anger he felt came ripping through him, 


pumping through his veins and erupting in screams from his mouth. 


"I loved him! | loved him with everything | had and He still yanked him away from me! | need him! | can't do this 


alone!" 


Jerry awoke in the bed he shared with Dave. He could feel that Layne was still with him, though now the angel 
was at the far end of the room, standing and watching. 


"Thank you." Jerry murmured, 


Two figures sat atop the H, holding hands and gazing down on the city. Speeding down the freeway like his ass 
was on fire was a man on a motorcycle. He wore a smile on his face while the wind caught his long blonde 
ponytail that escaped from under the helmet. 

“That's him, huh?" One figure said to the other. 


"That's him." The other replied as his eyes followed the man on the bike. After he could no longer follow the 


other man, he turned to look at the figure beside him. "| was sure I'd never see you again" 


"Don't believe everything you hear." He slipped a finger under the other's chin and drew him into a kiss. "I've 


missed you so much." 
"Me, too." 


Taylor rested his head on Dave's shoulder and let out the breath he'd been holding. "I wish | could thank him 
for taking care of you. Although, I'm sorry he lost you so soon" 


"Me, too. He's a good man | loved him very much." 
"Did you tell him that? Does he know?" 


Dave gave a soft smile. "I did tell him. | hope he knows. | hope he remembers the way | loved him just like | 


remembered the way you loved me." And then his face clouded. 
"What is it?" 


"It's just the dark times. | wish he didn't have to go through the dark times because | don't know if he has 


someone looking after him like he did for me." 


"Someone's always looking after us from above." 


